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PREFACE. 



^ I ^HE noblest work of the pen, as of the 
-■- tongue, is to set forth and vindicate the 
gospel of Divine Love. One method may 
succeed where another method fails. The eye 
may be found open when the ear is closed, 
and that attention secured in the closet which 
is denied in the temple. 

The author has endeavored to present, 
through the vivid medium of verse, the history 
of a soul with Christ, in the form of a personal 
narrative, embodying, it may be, in one the 
experience of many. He would that these 
lines were more worthy of the sublime truths 
considered; yet, such as they are, he sends 
them forth with the hope that they may con- 
tribute something to the great work of preach- 
ing Jesus Christ. May some soul be helped, 
some life stimulated, some praise won to the 
Lord of glory. 

Dorchester, 

September, 1872. 
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THE DIGNITY OF THE SOUL.. 

T^HE soul renewed, the ruined life restored 

■*• In holy beauty, through Messiah slain, 

Sung by the angels, and by human joy 

Rehearsed from age to age, in hymns of praise, 

And grateful worship, grant me. Holy Spirit I 

Whose mspiration is Messiah given 

In newness of a true humanity, 

To Titter worthily, with odors sweet 

Exhaling from the measure and the mood. 

In the majestic simpleness of faith, 

1 
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And humble witness, that I may exalt 
The Heavenly Mercy, and some needy heart 
Bless with the cheer of this melodious truth. 
Thou, with the sovereign influence of that Name, 
Dost brood the soul, and from disastrous night 
Create a world anew, to roll and glow' 
For ever in the circuit of the Throne. 
Thou art the measure of the blessedness 
In human bosoms ; thou, the source divine 
Of every holy and immortal thought, 
That lifts us in the purity of heaven,. 
Filling with God's own fulness ; thou, the light 
Of every spirit luminous with truth. 
And wise with knowledge of eternity. 
Oh, touch my lips, and sanctify my tongue ! 
Bless the sublime endeavor. Hold my heart. 
Yea, in the solemn rapture of thy grace. 
Through depth and height, in noble ecstasy, 
Bear, bear me on thy wing, and help my song 
Declare the wonders of the gracious way 
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Of holiness in Jesus ; at whose feet 
I lay it humbly in adoring love. 

Eternal am I, in the thought of God ; 

And sprang, the very moment of his will, 

Into his Uving image : spirit true ; 

A ray of the Almighty ; kin and peer 

Of the bright seraphs ; sceptred and enthroned 

In a great realm of powers, which I may rule 

To glory or perdition. Though a child, 

Gigantic mountains at my feet may sit. 

And learn their littleness, when I can lay 

My hand upon the heavens ; nor be abashed 

Before the heartless splendors of the sky : 

Greater in dignity of love and will 

« 

Than all the cold creation. Starry spheres I 

That canopy my head with fires that bum 

Like sparks of glory from Jehovah's throne ; 

What is your light to mine? O beauteous 

earth I 
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Thick with the gorgeous marks of deity ; 
Whose flowers axe wisdom, and whose dust is 

praise ; 
Whose hills are seats of God ; whose clouds his 

car; 
Whose seas his glass of glory ; what art thou 
To my. free adoration? Boundlessly 
Stretch on, O mighty universe I aglow 
With lavish majesty, a paltry thing, 
Compared with my immortal elements 
Of growth and grandeur, possibUities 
That move afar in the high plane of God, 
And have a kindred with his deity. 

What boast, O matter ? I may brighter shine 
Than all the fiery splendors ; swifter fly. 
And shame the wings of light ; from world to 

world 
Leap, and the freedom of the universe 
Range in unfettered thought ; be musical. 
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Morein the method of the heavenly ear, 
Than all the feathery throats, or forest tongues, 
Or winds, or ocean, or the singing spheres. 
Or golden harp of angels ; sweeter yet 
Than morning in the odorous paradise ; 
Purer than crystal of the deep, or sheen 
Of white wings from the cloud ; more beautiful 
Than sunset in her robes, than all the flowers 
That ever flamed on Nature's gorgeous brow. 
Or won with brilliant cheek the kiss of heaven ; 
More grand than dizzy mountains ; more sublime 
Than stormy oceans ; more magnificent 
Than aU the nightly garniture on high. 
Yea,' than the very throne and robes of God. 

Oh, it is greater, with a heart of love 
To show the Deity, than be his throne. 
Or vesture of his outer majesty ; 
More marvellous to think, than be a world 
For thought to roam and glorify ; to act 
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In duty, more than all the nicest paths 
That ever planet ran in ; and to breathe 
One lisp of free devotion, more than aU 
The choirs of nature in their highest mood. 
What are the gates of heaven, when I may be 
Part of the heaven itself? What all the fires, 
That light the starry spaces of the sky. 
When I may shine in lustrous righteousness, 
Be luminous from the eternal Sun ? 

I may with Milton, in his lofty flight. 
Compass the heavens ; the deepest passions range, 
And live the race again in Shakspeare's page. 
At his great trumpet ; with the mighty scales 
Of Newton weigh the worlds ; with Bacon search 
The secrets of philosophy, and plunge 
Startled into the deeps ; in beauty paint 
With Sistine Raphael, while the seraph touch - 
Dazzles with angels ; build in hallowed art 
With Angelo, till, like a sky above, 
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The marvellous dome is spread ; warm with the 

fire 
Of Luther's holy eloquence, and stand 
In breathless eminence upon the shaft 
Of Webster's massive speech ; with MiUer trace 
The prints of God upon the hoary rocks, 
The races buried while the axle turns 
Its hundred miUion years ; with Agassiz 
Marshal the finny schools, till deep to deep 
Shouts forth its ordered multitude ; with Rosse 
Open the heavens, and roll the glory out 
Of countless systems; downward turn, with 

Beale, 
The microscopic tube, of magic power 
To show the swarming billions, God as great 
Beneath as over, every drop a world. 
And atoms larger than the ancient hills ; 
With Dana mix the wondrous elements. 
And solve the fiery problems ; with Daguerre 
Paint with the sun, in fairy art of light. 
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Immortal faces with a flash of heaven ; 
With Watt subdue leviathan to toil * 
Of million sinews, make the hoary deep 
Boil like a pot with navies, and the land 
Roar with gigantic enterprise ; with Morse 
The harnessed hghtning guide from shore to shore. 
And, like Omniscience, in a moment reap 
The vast affairs of earth ; and almost stand 
With Moses and with Paul, as face to face 
They see the glory, and to human need 
Reveal the mind of God I With these great names. 
That walk the princely summits, I may go, 
With humble feet in their emblazoned steps ; 
And take the virtue to my human powers. 
As man with them, in kinship with the souls 
That think and act so grandly ; and within 
Feel glorified in manly dignity. 

The highest is the hardest to subdue 
To sweet and willing homage ; more it costs 
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To bow the cedar than the flippant withe : 
And more Omnipotence is tasked to sway 
The sovereign spirit, and empower the wiU, 
Than all the orbs of dumb obedience. 
Submissively the planets wheel the sky, 
And Nature never swerves ; but Freedom may 
Assert her freedom in imperious ways 
Of proud self-will, and scorn the laws which 

bid, 
But cannot force consent. The holy soul. 
Held in the circuit of a willing love. 
In the deep mystery of free control. 
Is highest fruit of heavenly government. 
The noblest witness to the crown of God. 
Oh, this is greatness, from the infinite source 
To draw divinest action ! Lo, his touch 
Governs the globe ; his full hand governs man : 
Man, but an atom, yet an atom great 
With possible convulsion of a world, 
With possible dethronement of a God ; 
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Man, the ruled arbiter of destiny, 

The sovereign subject of the King of kings I 

Yes, sovereign from the Maker's sovereign 
hand, 
I have dominion endless as his throne. 
The majesty of spirit with its powers, 
The rule of wiU, the kingship of the soul. 

r 

What therefore am I ? God ? or part of God ? 

With godly essence of Omnipotence 

Mixed with my weakness ? or my vileness raised 

To the essential glory ? God of God ? 

Or flesh made infinite in deity ? 

Or substance, member, movement of the All 

Which spreads divinely through the universe ? 

Or quickened so supremely, and so crowned * 

With necessary virtue, as will make 

My heart and life a mirror of the heavens. 

Running however darkly ; and aUke, 

Robed in whatever hue, divinely pure. 
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Without a sin, or sinning holily, 
With sin and holiness in issue one, 
Alike advancement to the perfect goal ? 

O blasphemous philosophies, that creep 
With subtle venom through the thoughts of men, 
Claiming thy light, Jehovah, and would cast 
Thy throne of holiness and glory down I 
Rebuke and pardon, tUl the schools shall sit 
In meek and humble wisdom at thy feet. 

Infinitude of Person ! with a heart. 
An eye, an ear, ^ being all thine own ; 
Filling, unfilled ; pervading, and distinct ; 
Holding each atom, and the highest throne 
Quenching with infinite brightness : not thyself. 
Nor part of thee, but like thee am I, like 
With boundless lack ; of thee, yet personal. 
As though the only person ; with a will 
My own, as thine, and countenance, and power ; 
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Thy fashion, not thy fulness. So endued, 
Fresh from the sovereign molding of thy hand, 
My spirit forth to duty thou didst send, 
Freely to use my high and blessed gifts 
For glory or perdition : in thy love, 
To serve thy name in cheerful good to men, 
Fruitful in toil, in strife victorious. 
And all my way a radiance of thy light, 
Till crowned in endless triumph : there, aglow 
In blazing white, to strike with holy hosts 
Against beleaguered hell, and help thee bind 
The i5ery wrong in everlasting chains, 
And with immortal rapture sing thy praise. 
Or fall, and perish, if I would ; debase 
Thine image, and the holy banner trail 
To the rebellious infamy of sin ; 
Thine enemies adopt in bosom love ; 
Defile my heavenly robes, and endlessly 
Wallow in filthy passions ; warm my hate 
In Satan's hot embraces ; and for ever 
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Toss on the quenchless flame, my hardened heart 
Hurling revengeful at thy steady throne, 
Reaping the vengeance, till my deathless soul 
Shall know the meaning of the wrath of God. 

O immortality ! my soul to thee 
Is wedded for the endless race of years ; 
And I must onward. Whither shall it be ? 
O fearful function of imperial choice ! 
O moment, sprung of an eternal sea I 
Onward and onward ! Whither, O my soul ? 
To wreck ? or glory? roam the gorgeous heavens 
Above the highest star ; and glow afresh 
When suns have burnt to ashes ; and be young 
With hoary ages on thee ; more and more 
Burning in love of God, and growing still 
Nearer and nearer to the perfect throne ? 
Or sin ? and deeper, swifter in the fall. 
Like the lost aeronaut from his airy height, 
Into the everlasting ruin plunge ; 
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Downward and onward, ever, ever more ; 
On in the ceaseless course of wretchedness ; 
Stronger and fiercer in the hate of heaven ; 
TUl thou outstrip the very' wings of heU, 
And deeper, darker, deadlier, every hour, 
Rolls the hot volume of eternal wrath ? 
Answer 1 and aU the coming ages rule 
To show thy wisdom, or thy folly prove. 



n. 



CONSCIOUSNESS OF GUILT. 

T^HE higher, all the deeper ; as the peak 

■*■ Is plummet to the valley. That far height 
Of human greatness, that exalted power 
Of God's sweet service, measures my sad fall : 
Wreck of the lightning, like a mountain oak. 
Throned in the hills, now smitten to the i5re, 
Because I could, and would not. Guilty now ; 
And holiness all gathered home to heaven ; 
And my soul left in ruins 1 AU along 
Lie fragments of the glory ; and the flame 
Of passion has swept through ; and rebel lusts 
Have thrown the lofty beauty down, and made 
God's temple the foul satyr's theatre, 
A lair of beasts, a Babylon accursed. 
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My duty measures and convicts my guilt : 
Duty, as vast as my capacity ; 
And guUt, as thorough as my lack of love. 
Perfection is my duty. One wrong step 
Is from a precipice, whose sheer abyss 
Is an eternal plunge ; enough, enough, 
To send the guilty spirit whirling down, 
Down like a demon from the walls of heaven, 
Down through a growing fierceness of descent. 
Unless arrested by almighty grace. 

Cursed is he that keeps not all the law ; 
Withholds a thought or purpose, when the voice 
Speaks from the throne of God. The holy page 
Must bear its mandates honored to the end. 
One stone removed is ruin of the arch : 
One spark supreme is a great city gone : 
One precept broken is the breach of all. 
One fibre plucked from the eternal pen 
Writes condemnation ; and the bruise of love 
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Festers to awful hatred. Holiness 
Can live but in the sweet and guileless air ; 
And dies with every taint. The perfect God 
Must have perfection in the claim to heaven ; 
And loves in justice, and in right rewards, 
Only as perfect love shall win the crown. 

Not one, but millions : and a million fold 

I'm lost. My every moment, every thought, 

My every free desire, the holy law 

Has broken, trampled under foot, defied. 

Yes, yes, I have, in sovereign selfishness. 

Set up my petty will against the heavens ; 

Despised immortal duty ; dared rebel. 

And glorify as truth the hideous lie. 

And snatch Jehovah's praise. The crown of love, 

Due only to the Uncreated One, 

I've made a creature's diadem, enthroned 

A devil even in the seat of heaven ; 

Have robbed my Maker, and in place of aU 

2 
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Have given nothing, worse than nothing given ; 
Have taken daily bounty, naught returned ; 
Have thankless been, while every breath was 

grace, 
And every motion mercy ; have conspired, 
And kept my heart and talent to myself. 
In littleness of life. Dishonesty, 
Which takes the blush from every other theft, 
And makes the viper meanness vUer stiU, 
Is when the helpless rob the helping hand. 
The priest the altar, and the children home, 
Judas the bag of Christ, and needy man 
The bounteous Giver : in the height of good. 
In the exceUiag greatness of his love, 
To take the throne not merely, but the dust 
Upon the very footstool ; lofty thoughts 
Not merely, but the atoms and the sighs. 
To hold in petty greed of selfishness. 
And not a pulse or purpose use for God. 
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Is there a fiend in all the lists of hell 
Whose secret knock has not my welcome gained, 
To work in fire and filthiness of sin ? 
However smooth and gilt the open life, 
Infection has been rank within my heart 
To make a ghastly sepulchre ; a den 
Of unclean spirits, — hatred, lust, deceit, 
Pride, malice, envy, jealousy, revenge. 
My thoughts are crimes; my wishes, dreadful 

wrong ; 
Looks, fornication ; anger, foul with blood 1 

Ambition I I have been thy wretched drudge. 
With the Satanic aspirant in heart. 
To win some smell of glory to my name ; 
Toiled for the honor, till the honor came, 
Only to mock me with its dusty wreath. 
Or crown me with a torture, the sharp thorns 
Of scant and withered laurel ; never filled 
With all the breath and kingdoms of the world. 
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Or, at thy golden feet in worship cast, 
I've blessed thee, Mammon ! and had curses back : 
Sweating for gold ; sleepless and worn for gold ; 
Half honesty for gold ; or virtue making 
Only a price for gold ; seeking to gain 
License with gold for my imperious heart 
To revel in the envy of the poor. 
And throw the supercilious dollar down, 
And feed the proud and lusty luxury, 
Till very Paris ooze from every pore. 
And scorn dependence ; or, at least, to keep 
Vitality in flesh, my end to live. 
To breathe my highest duty, and my heaven 
To hold me in tenacious life from heaven : 
Delving for earth, when all its weight of gold, 
Imperial jewels, princely legacies. 
Ambitious wardrobes, chariots, gorgeous homes, 
Mints, ships and acres, bonds and palaces. 
Weighed with the soul, are but the summer dust. 
Or dew upon the sandals of the sun ; 
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Buying the worthless with immortal worth, 
When not a dime shall pass the marble gate, 
And one quick moment strips us for the grave, 
And only heavenly riches pass to heaven. 

Or, Pleasure ! I have been thy silly fool. 
Seeking in empty gayety to feed 
The wanton hunger, and the precious life 
Laugh off in folly : in the thrill of sense ; 
Or giddy whirl and pastime of the pit. 
In measures hot with passion ; or the play, 
With mask and buskin of the hypocrite. 
Stage of pollution ; or voluptuous song ; 
Or putrid tale, to earnest nature false. 
To falsehood only true, and darkly aimed 
To heat the heart with lust ; or nightly rout 
Of senseless smoke and wine, the foaming cup 
Of revel unto ruin : mad on mirth. 
And fierce to kill with lies the mighty hours. 
So tedious in the sober ways of truth ! 
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God's message I have s'earched in mockery ; 
For pastime, or pretence, or devilish wrench 
To twist the hated wisdom into lies. 
And make the evil good, the bitter sweet, 
The narrow broad, and my own wishes key 
To prophet, law, apostle, Son of God : 
My sin the false inspirer, till the word 
Has reeked with Satan, and the dreadful sense 
Of my own wickedness has almost heard 
The thunder bellow, and the lightning felt 
Leaping avenged from the polluted page 1 

And I have sacrificed the gift of fools ; 
Have mocked in worship ; on' the altar laid 
The wrath of swine ; into the Holy Ear 
Poured my polluted lips, without a breath 
To sweeten them with Jesus ; dared present 
The fetid flame for incense, and expect. 
In proud impenitence, in Christless faith. 
Sinful reward in heaven ; or, from my knees 
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With curling scorn have risen, and aloud 
Laughed that I should demean myself with 

prayer, 
And call to earless nothing, or expect 
To hoodwink fate, and change the changeless plan 
That binds the world in iron, and captive bring 
Heaven to give more than heavenly love would 

give. 
Asked or forgotten, or presume to need 
Help higher than my own, my sovereign hand 
In daily work and battle : till my thought, 
Uttered or silent, grew in blasphemy ! 

O Sin, my tyrant ! willingly thy slave, 
Thus have I run thy dreadful bondage on. 
In fetters hard as iron, and sharp as fire, 
Fretting as thorns, and stinging as the lash 
Adrip with servile blood. When wilt thou let 
My bitter spirit loose to peace and joy ? 
I hate thee, while I love thee. Let me go ! 
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And I will cast thy fiery chains in gold, 
To bind me ever- to the throne of God. 

No ! God is angry with me ; and his eye 
Will blast me from his presence. He will sweep, 
With fiery breath, the smallest sinful dust 
That dare pollute his footstool. But my sin 
Stands like a mountain, whose accursed top 
Is high as heaven, and will in season burn, 
Like a volcano, with the wrath of God. 
He knows my deepest secret ; and must loathe 
Completely as he clearly sees it all. 
He loves the righteous ; and with equal heat 
Must hate iniquity. My guilty ways, 
He'll make them paths of fury. O my soul ! 
Prepare to meet thy God. See I all in smoke 
Great Sinai thunders ; and the lightnings flash, 
Like swords of vengeance in almighty hands. 
Lo ! the red judgment struggles to let loose 
The whir of his hot chariot, to convey 
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Justice, superb and stern in righteousness, 
To wage eternal battle with my peace. 

Go to thy place, thou false and filthy soul ! 
Down with the damned ; and make thy fiery 

bed 
In burnings everlasting ; and with fiends 
Prepare the endless battles of revenge ; 
And wrestle with remorse ; and in despair 
Think of thy squandered hopes ; and feel the 

sting 
Of passions gnawing fiercely on themselves : 
While distant hallelujahs echo down 
Measures of bitter anguish, and thy God 
Himself is present as the sharpest pang ! 

Say, is it right ? Where is the boasted love. 
Thus to pursue for ever ? Awful God ! 
A Father ? What ! and bend thine anger thus 
Against an erring child ? and every hope 
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Blast with remorseless vengeance? Heart of 

steel ! 
Tender art thou to this hard adamant. 

Hush ! bitter serpent : all thy venom burns 
Only thy wounds the deeper. It is right. 
Confess, though thy confession be thy judge. 
Be at least honest. Let the law be law ; 
And conscience true. Let reason come to terms, 
And own the sentence just. Yes, it is right.* 
My own, own hand has slain me. Were it wrong, 
Then I could suffer with a thousand joys : 
But suffering justly, — there the sword cuts home 
With awful keenness. Yes, let God be true, 
And every man a liar. It is right. 
Not one pang threatened is a pang too much. 
The holy law and throne must be upheld. 
Though every creature perish. Right is more 
Than life of nations, or the throne itself ; 
And God more than the petty universe. 
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Were all its atoms angels. Love to one, 
In wrong, is wrong to many, wrong to all. 
Wrong to the loved and lover. With the need. 
To hold the blow is heaviest blow of all ; 
And love must justly punish. Justice breathes 
The selfsame word with love, the selfsame sword 
Wields, and baptis^es in eternal blood. 
I will be honest ; may not devils be ? 
And honor Justice as her blows descend. 
Better be true in hell, than false in heaven. 

Is there no hope ? Why with the black despair 
So soon clasp hands ? Pray, and thy soul shall 

live: 
Ask, and the ear divine will bend in grace. 

Yes, I will try that promise : I will prove 
Prayer's boasted virtue, and with golden lips 
Open the heart of God. Come, to thy knees ! 
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Then, prostrate to the dust, I pour aloud, 
Through tearful hours, the sacrificial cry ; 
And strive to force the dark and silent throne. 
And open heaven with tears, that hiss and seethe 
Against my fiery fear, and send aloft 
The vapory cloud for incense. But, repulsed, 
I seem to feel an answer like .a sword : 
'' I called, and you refused : now call in vain. 
I mock your terror, Esau ! Weep your tears, 
Judas ! and perish. What repentance now, 
The limit passed, the hopeless sin complete ? " 

Then farewell prayer ! 'tis useless mockery, 
And only arms my guilt. And farewell tears ! 
Be dry, my eyes, henceforth as eyes of death ! 
Come, Sorrow, drink thy fountain I Farewell 

hope ! 
I feel my heart, hard as the nether flint, 
Grow harder every hour, and beat its sparks 
Out of my iron thoughts, my sterile branch 
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To kindle for the pit. Jl^y weary days 
Scan the lost past, and grimly gather up 
The fearful items of a misspent life ; 
Or labor at the sceptic's hopeless oar, 
To wreck the Scriptures, and usurp the sea ; 
Or try the god, with main and forceful hand 
To smooth my troubled deep. But stiU it roars : 
And, like a whirlwind, but a moment boimd, 
With tenfold voice and pressure rushes back 
The truth of God, to stir a deeper storm. 

Oh horror infinite, that hopeless lives, 
And feeds on phantoms, such as &eTy guilt 
Breeds in the stricken bosom ! Ghastly dreams 
Torture the restless night ; and, chill and wet, 
The feverish slumber starts. The heavy days, 
That run with moments long as happy years, 
Stagger and groan under the crushing weight 
Of thoughts that brood and brood ; and all the 
way, 
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From the first ardent njorning to the frost, 
Strew with regrets, and wrecks of gallant hopes ; 
And crowd the future with terrific fears, 
That hurl like giants their infernal fires, 
And bellow dismal thunder through the soul. 
Conscience awake, hope dead, — this, this is hell ! 

Comfort ? What comfort when the blessings 

turn 
To torture, and even curses are more sweet ? 
Out of the very Word, in mercy sent. 
Leaps agony ; and, more than judgment, love 
Threatens, so vilely scorned: while, from my 

sight. 
Vainly I hide the letter, not the voice, ' 
Which out of darkness speaks. The Sabbath 

bells 
Ring anguish, and entice my seldom feet 
To festive scenes of prayer, to sit on thorns. 
Tortured with worship. Music, barbed with joy, 
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Fills every string with arrows ; and the heart 

Makes discord of the heavenliest harmonies. 

And, from- the walls and windows, Jesns seems, 

In his sweet pictures, with a sad rebuke. 

To turn upon my tearless misery ; 

Which dare not look, with every look a sword. 

Gladness, and smiles, and peace, and happy 

homes. 
And flowers, and sunshine, with my guilty grief 
Jar, like a heaven : while every dismal haunt. 
Storm, murder, midnight, battle, burning, wreck, 
Has some refreshment for my wretchedness ; 
And more of hell is more of heaven to me. 
The very dogs are envied, every wretch, 
And meanest beggar, and apostate fiend. 
Not yet forsaken of the cheer and hope. 
Not yet abandoned to the grim despair. 
And all the walls seem, as I walk along. 
Ready to crush me ; anii the frowning skies. 
To drop a world upon me ; and the earth, 
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Eager to whelm another Korah down, 
Quick and alive, into the hot abyss. 

Up ! with a manly courage breast thy fate : 
Or take sharp ,arms against it, and by force 
Bind Conscience dumb in chains ; or sear thy soul 
Against her cruel sting. Come, quench again 
Thy heart in seas of pleasure: crush thy 

thoughts ; 
And, in the giddy vortex of the world. 
Drown every fear and sorrow. Seize the day ! 
And, losing heaven, thy spirit gorge with earth. 

No, cunning devil ! with thy smooth advice, 
But rank with great;er death, which grimly stares 
In thy pale, haggard features. Splendid hell ! 

cruel world ! I dread thee, as one dreads 
The serpent which has stung him. Yes, I hate, 

1 loathe thy fascination. While the wound 
Rankles with venom, shall I hurry back 
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To thy hot bed of scorpions ? Wilt thou sleep, 
Dread Conscience ? Sleep ! Only to wake again, 
Refreshed for vengeance. Prudence! what 
advice ? 

Go to thy doom unburdened as thou canst. 
Enough abeady. Think ! how wilt thou bear 
The present pang for ever ? Make amends ; 
Not court the wrath. .'Tis better to appease. 
Than to defy the judgment. Try, at least : 
And henceforth be a blessing, tho' in tears ; 
And kiss the hand that slays thee. It may be, 
JThy life hereafter will atone the past. 

Oh ! gladly would I bless the meanest soul. 

Toil in the humblest service, hoe the rocks 

For pittances of harvest, and the cross 

Bear in exultant suffering ; could I go 

Hopeful in heavenly favor, not condemn 

To deeper billows, and enkindle more 

3 
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His wrath who needs not devils in his train, 
But holy servants, from the very stones 
Able to raise them up. Then farewell deeds 
Of blessing, which make no amends, but curse 
Without the heart ! Yet, idly here to sit, 
In sullen nothingness, is guiltier still. 
Nor world, nor tireless work, nor fruitless days : 
Oh I what have I besides ? and all is sin. 

Now, false and human kindness amply tries 
To dupe the sad heart with society. 
And loaded tables, and the festive air, 
And force it merry ; draw the anguish out 
With joys it cannot feel, and bitterly 
Knows outward cheerfulness no cheer of heaven ; 
With madness in the laughter, woe in smiles. 

Then learning comes, with hard and ponderous 
weight. 
To argue into wisdom ; tenfold press 
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Knowledge already known. But libraries, 
Freighted however deeply with the truth, 
In their dry essence, are not living bread 
For hunger unto death : and the cold hand 
Of frigid learning freezes with its touch. 

Then, night and day, a saintly messenger 
Comes, in the rich experience of his love, 
Warmly to lu'ge, and eloquently pray. 
And point with tender gladness to the path 
Himself had trod, bright with the promises. 
And safe for every foot. But what hast thou, 
Whose holy life budded in youthful dew. 
In the crude germ and fruit of sinfulness, 
In common with my ripeness ? Show me one. 
Sunk to my depth, who ever rose to God, 
And I will gladly follow. Thou art wise. 
Because in season wise. Live then in hope. 
Heir of eternal joys I But what am I, 
With years of folly crusted o'er my heart. 
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So thick and strong, the blessed hosts of heaven 

Are barred above it, as on frozen seas 

Whole armies glide ? What hope ? when to my 

need 
No hopeful promise speaks ; no beckoning cross 
Pleads with my ruin ; by the mercy throne 
No golden vial with my incense smokes ; 
No name within the book ; no gracious voice, 
Through earth resounding, reaching to my soul. 
With welcome to the chief, but not to me, 
Worse than the chief of sinners. Else, why hides 
God his sweet face in darkness ? why the joys 
Run everywhere but hither ? why in vain 
Is heaven desired, and only hell obtained ? 

Then die at once : finish the agony 
With one sharp stroke. Come, bury out of sight 
A life so wretched, left of God, abhorred ; 
Which in a fouler day of crime may end, 
Accomplished in the devil's ministry. 
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Thy life is thine, to keep or consummate. 
Curse God, and die ! the Holy Ghost, and die ! 

Then, with clenched teeth to hold the blas- 
phemy, 
I wrestle with the tempter. No, false fiend ! 
Who gave me life shall end it. Days, be long ! 
The darkest earth is bright to heU itself. 
With some reprieve of anguish. Here I may 
Some moments sleep in worn forgetfulness ; 
Not sleepless torture. Here I may receive 
Some blessing yet from that kind hand, whose sun 
Even on the evil rises. Here I may 
Some little mercy render to my kind ; 
And warn them of thee. Liar ! by my fate, 
Like Dives from the flame. By thy advice, 
I threw my soul away. My flesh I'll hold. 
And nurse it mightily to utmost age, 
And keep thee long as may be from the hour 
Of full possession ; when, in utter hate. 
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I drink with thee the fieiy cup of God, 
And wrestle with my dread eternity. 

Thus guilt, alone, helplessly struggles on 
With darkness and itself. Thus human aid 
Fails in the iefifort to create a heaven. 
Thus, thus are all the arguments of love 
Quenched on my doubting shield ; impervious, 

« 

Till God himself shall wing the gracious shaft. 
And sin surrender to the conquering Christ. 



ni. 
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npHROUGH the thick gloom of night, and 

-*■ far above 

The hopes and noise of earth, I climb to view. 
And look within the City. By the throne, 
Enthroned as high, Sun of ten thousand suns. 
Vestured in priestly grace, with royalty 
Of many crowns, and hands ablaze with stars. 
His every feature like a sea of love. 
In infinite glow of beauty, glorified 
In human form and majesty divine. 
Behold the Lamb of God I His gracious eye 
Seems on me, from the millions singled out. 
In radiant tenderness, as from his book. 
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Spread like a sky of glory, full of stars, 
To me he turns, then to the Father's seat : 

" O Father I here, in this eternal book, 
Given to me from the ages, bums the name 
Of yonder poor, distracted wreck of guilt. 
Tossed and confounded in the bitter night 
Of sharp and hopeless conscience. I have left 
His heart to its own wisdom, and to man. 
To brood awhile in darkness, till he learn 
His sin, his weakness, and his vital need 
Of my sole hand and cross; in thorough 

school 
Of memory in the rock ; that faith henceforth 
May root itself supremely, and defy 
The subtile edge of Satan, make the storm 
Enroot it only more, and never fail 
In fruitfulness of love. I claim him mine. 
I bore him in my heart before the worlds ; 
And in my heart to earth and Calvary ; 
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And in nay heart to this Redeemer's throne. 
I claim him by my purchase, by thy gift, 
By our eternal crown. Deep as he is, 
My blood is deeper : and thy grace is more 
Than justice in his death ; justice set free 
To justify through my victorious grave. 
It is enough. The written hour is come, 
For heaven to stoop, and take the chosen in 
To our full heart for ever. Blot his past ; 
And I will answer. Crucified with me. 
His days be henceforth holy, and his soul 
Safe from the power of evil. Raise his death 
To immortality ; and his despair 
To an exultant hope. O Spirit, fly ! 
Renew him in my image ; and restore 
His ruin in the beauty of my life. 
In growing holiness, till he attain 
Indwelling heaven, and hope to glory come 
In white robes of our blest eternity." 
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As when one wakes &om slumber, fast in 
dreams 
Till day is at the zenith, and the eye 
Is filled with sudden light ; so I awoke. 
Touched with the magic of renewing grace, 
From lethargy, and doubt, and awful night. 
To unexpected day. The gracious heavens, 
At his command, opened their radiant brow. 
Like the first light from darkness, as the face 
Of Jesus rose upon me, full of God, 
A sun to set no more. I saw it all ; 
And ran the marvellous salvation through, 
With wonder of new vision in the old. 
Astonished and enraptured, step by step, 
From God to Calvary, from Christ to me, 
And took the gloiy home. I felt the plan. 
And the strong pulses of eternal love 
Bearing me like a sea, and in the cross 
A ransom and a purpose for my sin. 
Dark as the pit, if I would lay it there. 
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And take the ofifered grace. And there I laid 
My heavy burden, and took up my joy ; 
And dared believe the good news was to me, 
With all its welcome and victorious hopes. 

I saw my Jesus ; and the gracious view 
Broke sweetly on my soul, as faith awoke. 
And the dry letter gave its spirit forth. 
And heaven baptized my blindness, and my heart 
Saw the great vision pass in glory by. 

The sovereign God, in his eternal light. 
Planned the high counsel to adorn his crown 
With wreaths of glory from the fields of grace. 
And reign Redeemer. Down the mighty thought 
Comes sounding through the ages, making rich 
The heavens with music, and the earth as sweet 
As incense only from the coming love. 
And promised benison. I hear it speak 
To the first sinners of a guilty race. 
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The unborn parents of a birth divine ; 

And make the thorny earth with roses bloom, 

And light with promise, brighter than the curse 

Can darken ; and the banished heart sustain 

Against the serpent and the flaming sword. 

I hear it in the patriarchal age 

Comfort the pilgrim ; and his faith enrich 

With heritage above ; and all his way, 

However lone and foreign, homeward guide 

Where the eternal Builder has prepared 

A city with foundations. By the mount. 

Ablaze and quaking with the fiery law, 

I see it plant its standard, and erect 

A Zion in the wilderness ; leap forth 

In living waters from the smitten rock, 

Imparadising deserts ; drop in dew 

Of nightly manna, and with angels' food 

Feeding the rebels ; on the altar burn. 

And pour itself in rivers from the veins 

Of sacrificial victims, and alone. 
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Clad in high-priestly vestments, yearly stand, 
To make atonement for a nation's sins, 
Within the holiest place ; with shadows thick, 
Forecasting through the ages typical 
The coming glory of the sacrifice, 
Whose death is sum of all. I hear it sound 
From the rapt prophet, with his mighty harp 
Tuned to the thrill of the seraphic song. 
And his quick vision, by the light of God, 
Catching the distant splendor, and his soul 
Filled with the spirit and the fire divine 
And glory of the grace,, till all breaks forth 
In sounding praise and promise, with a voice 
So rich and clear, so sweet and musical. 
So strong and grand, the angels are entranced. 
The earth astonished, and Jehovah pleased. 

And now the day of promise : and the sun 
Rides to his zenith, hot with the delay. 
And gathers all the shadows in his wain, 
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To empty light and immortality 
Upon the waiting nations. From the throne 
Eternal, from the mystery of God, 
Triple society of one, most dear 
In infinite communion, God from God, 
With glory clouded, riches left behind. 
Emptied and poor, all fulness yet concealed 
Under the humble veil of his descent, 
Immanuel stoops to men. I see him laid, 
Wondrously bom, and worshipped wondrously 
By sage and angel, in the manger laid. 
Unroyal cradle of the King of kings. 
The infant Son of God ; in childhood, ripe 
In filial honor, subject to his home. 
Yet with a wisdom older than the sage 
Baffling the temple ; by the Jordan wave, 
With water, and the Spirit, and the voice. 
Baptized, and consecrated, and confessed. 
Commencing his great manhood, and the work 
To found the heavenly kingdom ; pressing on. 
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Zealous in word and suffering, to fulfil 
The Father's vast commission ; patiently- 
Bearing a daily cross before the cross ; 
Despised, forsaken, weary, hungry, sad ; 
Tempted and victor, God and man at stake. 
The glorious prize, as of two wrestling worlds, 
Wringing from furious hell ; with holy fire. 
With Sinai in his breath, with law ablaze. 
Scorching the hypocrites ; with gracious lips, 
Tender and sweet as heaven itself in love. 
Blessing with life and comfort every heart 
Of humble need and trust ; with words of light, 
Like a new sun arisen, and the old 
Retired and burnished in his glowing tongue. 
Exalting God and nature, earth and heaven. 
Law, life, and duty, and the human soul 
Fixing in truthfulness of guUt and need, 
So clearly, that the echoes of his voice 
Are still the richest legacy of truth 
From Truth itself to men ; the deepest heart 



»■ 
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Ranging with faultless search, and every thought 
Bringing back captive from its farthest wing ; 
Hallowing with prayer the mountain and the 

night, 
And solitude with grand society 
Of God and angels ; while the wondering earth, 
Blessed in her needy thousands, sees his power, 
And tastes his benediction. . Devils flee. 
The fiery fever quenches. Leprosy 
Gives up her hideous victims ; death his prey ; 
Blind eyes their darkness; and the speechless 

tongue 
Its dumb inaction ; and the silent ears 
Their awful stillness ; and the nerveless limbs 
Their idle impotence ; in loyalty 
To the same will which bridles all the winds, 
And makes a pathway of the foaming sea, 
A pavement of its billows ; while the poor. 
In higher bliss of healing, hear the sound 
Of the glad gospel, and the flowing stream 
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Of life's eternal waters : till the end, 
The birth-throe of a world from guilt to grace, 
Comes on in glorious horror, and the Lamb 
Is ready at the hour of sacrifice. 

Oh ! then I see him in the garden bowed. 

In the dread loneliness and darkness, bowed 

Under my heavy sin and all the world, 

Bowed to the battle, till the sweat of blood 

Oozes in agony, and cries and tears 

Wrestle with God, like armies, and prevail 

With mighty holiness to drink the cup ; 

Submission victor, and the heavenly will 

Crowned in the human triumph : while my heart 

Flows fast in loving sympathy, to see 

The Master watching so, and they asleep ! 

Nor less, when on the atoning scene appear 

The vile lips of the traitor, black with gold, 

Laying their hideous falseness on the cheek 

Dear to the kiss of angels, and with awe 

4 
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Clad to cast armed men down ; while timid love 
Flees to the covert of her fears, and leaves 
To furious wolves the Shepherd : dragged to court, 
With malice witness, and with weakness judge ; 
Bandied from priest to ruler, till the hate 
Of years grows friendly in a fiercer hate ; 
Denied with oaths ; with blasphemy belied ; 
Crowned in empurpled insult ; mocked with knees 
Of scornful reverence, mimicry of love ; 
Smitten with brutal buffets ; spit upon ; 
Rejected like a foe, the robber spared. 
With frenzy of self-cursing, blood of love 
For blood of guilty murder : yet, in all. 
Great in imanswering meekness, not a word. 
Not a revengeful look, no sign to show 
A hushed Omnipotence ; but sweet as heaven. 
Holding the ready legions, and the hour 
Yielding to bannered darkness, like a sheep 
Before her shearers dumb, in willing pangs. 
The Lamb of God, the victim of a world I 
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And then, with eyes bleared with the blinding 

tears, 

I see him bear the cross, and rudely fall, 

Weak with the fearful night ; the cruel nails 

At their hard office ; and the tree erect. 

Red with the ripe redemption, fruit of grace. 

The written wrath nailed there, and godly hands 

With malefactors ; and the sinless sin 

Cursed for the cursed ; Unbelief and Hate 

Wagging in mockery their scornful heads. 

Jeering Salvation in its victory. 

When, lo ! upon the stormy scene I see, 

« 
As from the setting sun, a rainbow break. 

Arched to the highest heavens : the bitter gall. 

In rude love offered to the quivering lips. 

In deeper love rejected ; the sweet care • 

Of Mary, Mother, at his bleeding feet 

Pierced with the sword, and tenderly bequeathed,' 

Love's last bequest to love ; the dying thief, 

First with the fresh blood sprinkled to the hope 
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Of paradise that day ; and, over all, 

The glorious prayer, the echo of the throne, 

" Father, forgive : they know not what they do ! " 

Now, with the slow hours, and the iron sin 
Treading the bloody winepress, darkness comes ; 
Comes in impassioned horror, comes in cloud 
Of awful veiling on the eternal face, 
Voiced in the lonely wail, " My God ! my God ! 
Why, O my God, hast thou forsaken me ? " 
Till, like the shout of armies, lo ! I hear 
The dying cry of victory, death and hell 
Defeated in their triumph, " It is done ! " 
The work is finished, and the world redeemed. 

Earth is convulsed, as through her rocky nerves 
Grim horror shoots 1 In twain the veil is rent. 
To all the Holiest opening I From their graves; 
Touched with the might and meaning of the 
hour. 
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Dead saints come living forth, earnest and proof 
Of resurrection with the risen Christ ! 

The sun has set : but, lo ! the morning comes, 
More brilliant for the setting. One stroke more, 
That pierces to the heart, and makes the Rock 
Gush with the gracious fountain, the last touch 
The glorious body at the hands of sin 
Shall ever suffer, and love resumes cpntrol, 
And lays it sadly in the fragrant tomb. 
To sleep the quiet Sabbath ; till the dawn 
Of the first day, to be for ever first 
By consecration of the risen Lord. 

He sleeps in glory : and around him deep 
Surges the tide of disappointed tears ; 
While Hate exults, and with her double guard 
Means to retain her victim : when, behold 1 
Shaking the earth, the Lord of life and death 
Bursts the cold fetters, and the ambient Rock, 
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Forth to the living day ; great Conqueror, 
No more, no more to die, complete in power 
To wear the nations in his diadem. 
In majesty of grace : while angel hands 
Roll back the door, to let faith enter in, 
And rest where Jesus laid ; rest, and arise 
In newness of his immortality. 

Then, joyfully, as only joy can gleam 
Which rises, sunlike, from a sea of tears, 
I see the risen Jesus, wonderful. 
Full forty days of earthly fellowship ; 
Selfsame in every change, the very form 
Expressed in mystic substance ; in and out 
With right divine, the thick and closest wall 
As glass of entrance to the piercing light ; 
In sweet companionship ; confirming faith ; 
Arguing his wounds to doubt; breathing the 

Spirit ; 
Opening the Scriptures ; legislating love ; 
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Marshalling the little Church for victory, 

With grace, and promise, and the great command, 

Endued with power, to teach the nations round, 

And make their heart broad as the waiting world : 

Till, from the top of Olivet, in prayer. 

Borne on his own sweet incense, blessing still ; 

Out of the wondering circle, and the sphere 

Of sorrow and humiliated love ; 

To shouts of welcome, and angelic songs 

Of mighty hallelujahs ; all the way 

Strewn with celestial flowers, and gorgeous clouds 

The chariot of his glory, — clouds of fire. 

Kindled and burnished by the shining hosts 

And blaze of God ; up, up I see him mount. 

Up through the bannered armies, and the gates 

Wreathed with the welcome of immortal crowns. 

Up to his place, the imperial hand of God, 

His ancient seat with added lustre, now 

To reign for ever, till his enemies 

Are n[iade his footstool, and his glorious bride, 
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Nor spotted, wrinkled, nor defiled with sin, 
Is gathered to his bosom and his throne. 
To rest and reign in everlasting bliss ! 

All this I saw, or clearly seemed to see, 
As through the vision faith ran breathless on, 
And letter turned to spirit, doubt to fact. 
Till that, which once was but a dead belief. 
Became a living glory ; and the cross 
Rose clear as heaven, the morning of a life 
Bright with eternal day. And my sad heart 
Was with the glorious revelation hushed ; 
And the sky pealed with anthems, jubilant 
With every hill and forest, all the way 
Bannered and blessed with orient smiles, and 

Hope 
Alluring with her festive promises ; 
As there, in faith, right at the gracious mount, 
With humble, joyful, penitential love, 
I took the offered Saviour as my own ; 



i 
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My own, in all the fulness of his cross, 
Down to my deepest need, my darkest guilt, 
To clear the past, and bless the future day 
With purity and peace ; and felt the voice, 
" Whoever will," as meaning thee' and me. 
Yes, humbled and astonished at my fear, 
Lest heaven should fail with Jesus in the pledge, 
I pressed with boldness to the gracious throne ; 
Dared to my Father's house return again ; 
Dared listen to the welcome ; dared commence 
The path of heaven as open to my steps : 
Helped by the Dreamer, most of human helps. 
Whose heart, by wondrous discipline of grace, 
Through all the rich experience of Christ, 
Taught how the Pilgrim the fair city gained. 
Pilgrim himself and guide : while holy lips 
Exult in earthly gladness ; and, on high, 
Angelic joy welcomes the .wanderer home. 
And blends my worthless name with names of 
heaven. 



IV. 



THE HOLY GRACES. 

« 

T TOW beautiful and grand the temple, where 
"*■ ■*- God sat upon the golden mercy-seat, 
In flaming cloud, between the cherubim ! 
Marvel of buildings, and the heavenly plan 
In gorgeous architecture, by the skill 
And wealth of Solomon ; imperial stones. 
And gold, and cedar, wrought in art divine, 
And costly heart, in lavish glory piled : 
For God to dwell in, and be daily filled 
With incense, sacrifice, and lofty praise. 
Magnificence of worship, types of grace. 
And awful glories of the holy law. 

Magnificent Moriah I Zion more ; 
As stars, that give the splendor of the night, 
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Are nothing in the day ; Zion in Christ, 
The spiritual temple of the soul, 
Rebuilt from Nature's ruins, every stone 
Wrought and adorned and wonderfully laid 
By God's own fingers. Deep the work and 

strong. 
Cemented with the purpose to endure 
With the eternal ages: Chiist the rock, 
And God the gracious architect, and I 
The willing substance, vital with the life 
Prom heaven to heaven. The beauty and the 

praise. 
However humble and unknown to-day. 
Will grow in splendor, till the* soul is filled 
With God and glory on the eternal hills ; 
Till, from foundation to the pinnacle, 
It is a temple worthy of the King, 
Building from all the ages, and with cost 
Exhausting worlds, and infinitely met 
Only from his own throne and boundless heart. 
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Here dwell the holy graces, fruit of God, 
Clustered in glory, like a paradise : 
Sweet character of Jesus, not complete, 
But growing daily, like a tree of life, 
In beauty, sweetness, likeness of the Lord, 
Till statured in his fulness. Not alone, 
Not in self-righteous solitude of work. 
Laboring in death, they with the inner Christ, 
In union living as the deathless love, 
Grlory ; and with their bridegroom sing, and take 
The dear hand of his comfort every hour ; 
And grow by his communion, heart to heart, 
More and more purely to the perfect skies. 

O choir of heaven I by faith descending, come 
With music from the throne, the gracious breath 
Out of the holy temple, and afar 
Pour your melodious bliss, and show the world 
How heaven may dwell in earth, and holiness 
Beget a seraph in the flesh of time. 
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O Love ! first, best, and dearest, chief delight 
And glory of the temple, queen of queens. 
Throned with a sceptre of so sweet a touch 
Thy blows are blessings, hand in hand with thee 
I go forth godlike, and the lowliest life 
With duty make sublime*. With thee, my path 
Is levelled mountains, and my cares are wings : 
My toiling steps go singing, and my cross 
Weighs like a plume. Thou teachest me to love 
The humblest creature, yea, the dust of God, 
And fill my heart with insects, birds, and flowers 
For their great Maker's sake, and use of praise ; 
Not less than with the grander, more august 
Creation, — river, mountain, forest, cloud. 
Earth, ocean, and the flaming worlds that pour 
Their glory through the sky. With thee, yet 

more, 
I love my human fellow ; love as thine. 
Eternal Love I who loved to Calvary ; 
Love for the majesty of spirit ; love 
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Even in his sin and shipwreck, in the dark 
Midnight of madness, in the hideous rush 
Of passion to perdition, in the hate 
Of me, and all my hopes, and all my fears ; 
My enemy, and thine : but more, if saved, 
With Jesus on his brow, and in his life, — 
Jesus, the finest magnet of the heart ; 
More, more, as Christ more ; image of his grace, 
And body of his glory, bringing heaven 
With daily nearness to the needy earth ; 
The holy brethren of the blessed hope. 
Dear comrades of the sky, eternal friends. 
Partners of faith and toil, celestial bride, 
Training in beauty for the glorious day 
Of perfect union in the home on high. 
There, robed in splendor, white with peerless 

grace. 
In sinless worship, service, triumph, song, 
With every tear and sorrow lost in joy, 
Baptized in glory, radiant with the smUe 
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And light of Christ, whose vision eye to eye 
Will change us in his likeness, we shall dwell 
Together, one in praise, in love enthroned 
Above the angels, though unscarred with sin, 
And pure with holy ages of renown. 
For the dear Master's sake : whom, more than all. 
Than Nature, man, friend, angel, glorious Church, 
Supremely more, I will adore and love. 
And make the centre of my happy world ; 
By infinite excess of virtue King, 
Worthy to reign, and wear the crown of love ; 
Head of my heart, and Heart of all my heaven. 
My Life, my Light, my Glory, my Reward ; 
Whom loving, and whom honoring, is to love 
And honor God the Father as himself : 
The Father, All in all, eternal One, 
Supreme, ineffable, immortal Love I 

O happy heart of love, how full of joy I 
And all the temple ringing with its songs. 
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Why not, with heaven and Jesus? Rapture 

thrills 
Through every echo and original 
Of holy voices, runs from world to world, 
Sings with the angels, and the mighty spheres 
Attunes to higher anthems, when a soul 
Returns to Christ and home. Oh, glad the hour 
Of nuptial love ; and sweet the kiss of truth ; 
And friendship blessed ; and the ringing laugh 
Like music ; and the cradle garlanded ; 
And victory glorious with exulting bells ; 
And health a happiness ; and ardent work 
Delightful with its fruit ; and cultured art 
A complacential life ; and wealth a pride ; 
And oflSce benediction ; and the praise 
Of human lips a cup of revelry ! 
But what is all the rapture of the world. 
The ecstasy and glory of an hour, 
To-morrow quenched in night, the heaven of sin, 
Compared with heaven indeed ? S w eet holiness ! 
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Thou art eternal bliss. Thy gracious air, 

The Spirit in the heart, already breathes 

-ffiolian measures of seraphic joy : 

Joy from forgiven sin ; from truth believed ; 

From open eyes to God in every thing, 

Star, tempest, human step ; from humble trust. 

And sweet communion, and the blessed thrill 

Of Jesus heart to heart, the consciousness 

Of living ever in the hand of God, 

And all my way his wisdom ; from the work 

That hallows Sabbaths into days of heaven. 

And every day, with consecrated hands, 

Fills with ennobled pleasures ; from the fruit 

Of blossoming rods of sorrow, and the tears 

That mirror heaven, and penitently cast 

Their rainbow on the storm ; from crosses borne 

With Calvary in view ; from duty made 

The daily law and champion of love ; 

From conscience friendly, and her fiery sting 

Turned to caresses ; from the answered prayer, 

5 
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That swift in blessing from the throne returns ; 
From the lost treasure found, and wandering 

sheep 
Brought safely to the fold ; from dying lips 
Filled with the song of triumph ; from the cheer 
Of sympathy with every noble stroke 
To hew the throne of Satan, and defend 
The reign of right and righteous liberty 
To full dominion on the farthest shore ; 
And from the hope, in stronger anchor cast 
Of daily witness, when the flesh shall fail, 
Caught to the throne and bosom of the Lord, 
Like him in beauty, sympathy, and love. 
To dwell for ever in the light of God. 

Sing, then, O heart attuned to holiness I 
And catch the music of the joyful skies. 
Sound out to all the wretched world of care. 
What peace and blessedness await their love, 
And heaven with Jesus. Every tongue I be loose. 
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Clouds ! peal in anthem. Shout, ye lips of stone ! 

Sing, sing, sweet voices of the field 1 Ye hills 1 

Turn to majestic hymns. O all ye trees ! 

Break forth in rapture of a gracious God. 

Still more, O voice of Christ ! still more, be glad. 

In every holy temple. Glow with praise. 

With jubilant rejoicing, day by day, 

O soul set free I O victor over sin I 

O birth of heaven, in mighty carnival 

Of hope and glory ! Hear, ye stars of God ! 

We are immortal with you, and above 

Your harps shall sing in ransomed ecstasy. 

And pour a music, whose exultant joy 

Will crown the anthems of eternity. 

And Christ is Peace. The holy temple stands, 
A sacred Janus, with its folded doors 
Always to peace : and through its quiet air 
The dove flies in her music, and her nest 
Builds high among the arches, brooding heaven. 
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The tumult ceases ; and the fiery storm 
Is quenched in sunshine. In the tempered field, 
Where battle, hot with hate, and drenched in 

blood, 
Struggled in death, now silver lilies grow. 
And sweet birds fly and sing : and ocean grim. 
Vexed with the anger of embattled winds, 
And rough with foaming giants, now at rest. 
Takes comfort deep and strong, and tenderly 
Kisses the ship, and bears the seamen home, 
With dolphins sporting in the buried storm. 

Oh, peaceful thus, when thus the Prince of 
Peace 
Drives out unholy strife ; and fills the heart. 
After the wrath and tempest, with his peace. 
Not as the world, but like the morning glow 
Upon the hills of heaven ; so calm, so sweet ; 
A field of beauty, and a sea of bliss ; 
A flowery land ; an ocean of repose I 
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No more with God is battle ; and no more 
With man in selfish injury ; and no more 
With self , defeated most in victory: 
But, harnessed now in holiness', and high 
Waving the heavenly banner, one with God, 
And one with human good, and one with self. 
The battle is with wrong and wretchedness ; 
Whose peace is war, whose overthrow is peace 
In all the warring nations. Glorious hour ! 
To see the lightning quenched ; and wrath to 

smiles 
Turn on the face of God ; and feel the arm 
Almighty with us moving, shield to shield. 
On to victorious peace ; and know within 
The holy cahn, the anxious care at rest, 
The sweet content, the fiery passion quelled 
To lay its armor off, the soul subdued 
To turn its stormy winter to the sun. 
And take the promise in its eloquence : 
Not always, but with such prevailing grace, 
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The darkness comes forth brighter, every war 
In richer victory of peace, tiU all 
Is full of light and summer of the skies ; 
The heart a heaven, and heaven the conquering 
Christ! 

In hand with Peace, and nearer to the sky, 
As nearer to the cross, whose golden gleam 
The highest turret crowns, strong Patience gives 
Strength to the rising temple. Oh, to bear, 
And look on Jesus as we bear, and see 
Earth borne, and man, and Calvary, 
In such sublimity of patience, that 
Our little trifles are but summer dust, 
A bird might fly with on her glossy plume. 
And sing to heaven 1 Why empty call the cup 
Foaming with sorrow ? why perverse and sour 
The relish of the heart ? and fruitless why 
The fertilizing tear ? why rough and strange 
The friction of a hard and suffering Ufe, 
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Like diamond dust, to furbish well the crown 
In waiting splendor ? why tyrannical 
The sovereign will of Love, whose wisdom runs 
From end to end, and every thing compels 
To work in glory and a grander good? 

With thee, O patient Jesus 1 and not eke, 
I can look in the coffin with a smile. 
And see death rob me ; take misfortune home, 
And sweetly entertain ; my cherished hopes. 
Ripe for the sickle, see the cruel storm 
Gamer in ashes, and the riches fly, 
As on the eagle's wing, their golden nest 
To build in other hands ; feel sharp disease 
Make every nerve a sword, and life itself 
A tenfold death of pain ; hear hateful tongues, 
With fire and venom barbed, my innocence 
Shoot like a heartless target ; have them come. 
Hard, pitUess comforters, and to my heat 
Add fiery fuel, or my soul benumb 
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With frosty consolation : yes, all this ; 
And, lifted by thy Spirit to thy height, 
Thou Crucified! can take the cross with thee, 
And glory in thy steps. And when I faint ; 
And groans displace the song ; and murmuring 
Begins its dismal whimper ; or a thought 
Shall dare propound its fretful argument. 
More wise than heaven : then, in my weakness 

come. 
Eternal Patience ! show me Calvary ; 
Show me the weight of glory ; show thyself ; 
And with the mighty vision gird my strength. 

Then, from the very hoHest, softly comes, 
FUling the temple with the delicate air 
Of. exquisite feeling. Gentleness, who goes 
In velvet sandals ; makes the rough earth smooth, 
And plants no thoi-ns ; the sensibility 
Even of a worm respects, and reverently 
Bows to an open wound ; whose matchless art, 
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Beyond the skill of courts, or mannered schools, 

Or cunning etiquette, inspired of love, 

Comes only from the school and court of Christ, 

Incarnate G-entleness, who, from the throne, 

Broi^ht down divine politeness, showing earth 

How gentle are the heavens. With thee, I can 

Bow to the beggar, and not see his rags ; 

Can know, not notice, quick deformity ; 

Can slip, not thrust, the charity ; the sun 

Can honor in the tawny skin, the soul 

In any manliness ; the very dust 

A monarch treads on, can esteem as much 

As monarch, if as worthy, — greatly more, 

If worthier ; can as smiling be behind 

As in the presence, after as before 

Misfortune stripped the man ; can kindly greet 

The brow and frown of bitter enmity : 

And would as soon be eyeless, as the eye j* 

In mockery sharpen ; tongueless, as the tongui 

Distil in venom; handless, as. the hand 
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Sell to the use of wrong, or touch the wound 
It cannot touch to heal. Oh, how in souls, 
Once adamant, and rough as wintry winds. 
The womanly is mighty in the man. 
And woman made divine in gentleness. 
By thy soft Spirit, tender Son of God ! 

More gentle ever, then, my soul ! but hold 
Not merely tongue from cursing, hand from 

wrong. 
Go on, O Goodness I lead me higher still. 
And build the temple in the works of love. 
To harm not is of heaven ; but more, to bless ; 
More of the Master ; and sweet Gentleness 
Is half a Christian unless doing good : 
As not lo judge, but more he came to save. 
Absence of mischief must be strong in nerve 
Of active love : the goodly positive 
Must wed the nay and negative of wrong ; 
One hand, the other : and the tender foot. 
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That treads nor vital wounds, nor hungry hearts, 
Must run with food and balm. To lack in hate 
Must grow to blessing, if it lack with Christ : 
And one eye shut but blinks the way of heaven. 

Then hold the blow, and pour the balsam in : 
Nor plant, and pluck the thorny evil up. 
Wound not, and heal : draw not, and dry the tear. 
Quench not the smoking flax, and blow it bright : 
Nor break the bruised reed, and bind it strong. 
Nor scorn, and help the sable face to rise 
To honor and advantage ; and the low 
Dust of humanity nor trample, and perchance 
Mould into nobler manhood. Haunts of vice 
Nor j)roudly shun, and enter with the light 
To shine the darkness down ; whose lustful crew 
Nor smirch in lordly virtue, and assist 
To bathe again in the pure stream of heaven. 
Nor mock the drunken, and in sorrow cast 
A mantle on the shame ; the fallen raise ; 
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And help to quell the fury to a man. 
Nor bow politely to a suffering need, 
Passing in fellow footsteps of the thieves ; 
But neighborly undo the thievish work, 
With nimble love, with charity of cost. 

Thus not to harm is harm, if only that : 

The living Christ still moving through the earth 

In sceptred holiness, to prompt the hand 

To quick and generous succor. Thus, O Grace ! 

Much to my little adding, make my soul 

A goodly, bounteous temple, like the Lord, 

Regal and rich in blessing. Heap the shrine 

With fruitful Egypt and sweet Araby. 

And hang the golden dome with stars of light ; 

In clouds though buried often, shining still. 

Filled from the sources of eternal day,. 

And brighter than St. Peter's candled pomp, 

« 
To cheer the cold earth with a vital beam, 

Enhghten and relume from land to land. 
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Till all is glory, and the glory pour 

Back to its fountain in the throne of God I 

And faithful is the Holy Architect : 
And faithfully the Uving temple grows, 
With every stone and arch and pillar laid 
True to the line and plummet. Faithfulness, 
That built the worlds, and in their orbits 

swung, 
Exact to infinite thought ; and wrought, in time. 
The law's perfection in the will of heaven ; 
Faultlessly holy, even to the cross 
Endured in the terrific tax of love, — 
Eternal Faithfulness the faithful soul 
Builds in the heavenly pattern, stone to stone ; 
With nothing fragile, false, combustible ; 
Nothing, that will not stand the fiery test. 
And all eternity : the human work 
Purging of dross, till only gold remain. 
And precious stones of grace ; bmlding of truth. 
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The holy thought, the prayer, the praise sin- 
cere. 
The Rock of ages, and the throne of God. 

O partner of divme MdeKly 1 
As Christ is thine, thy work is duty done ; 
Thy trusts are sacred, and the secret sure. 
Thy talents shine with use ; thy riches grow 
With spending ; and thy stewardship is lord. 
Thy word is as an oath ; thy promise, law ; 
Thy honor, royalty. Thy lips and hand 
Rebuke in blessing ; nor the wounds of love 
In cruel kindness spare ; fearlessly true 
To Sinai, and the cross. Thy trusty care 
WiU keep its midnight watch; nor win alone 
The steward's treasure, but the steward's crown: 
Holding the kingliest gold with hand so clean. 
It is a mirror for an angel's face. 
Clear as the crystal sea. Thy cross will -shine 
With nice and careful finish ; interests. 
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Not thine, as thine be numbered ; and the sad 
Flock of the dead be tended as thine otvti. 
The entrusted banner thou wilt boldly wave 
Above the slain in battle ; wilt not shrink 
From danger in the hottest ; wilt invest 
Thy life in victory, and the fiery bed 
Ascend in glad devotion, as a throne. 
So, with this spirit, faithful to the end, 
Aspiring ever higher, thou shalt hear 
The sovereign bendiction on that day : 
" O faithful thou in little, rule in much ; 
Enter my joy, and in my kingdom reign ! " 

Meekness divine I Oh come, despised of men, 
But great in heaven, thy grandeur vindicate, 
And beautify the temple with thy grace ! 
No other hast thou touched ; and rudely hence 
Art driven by every other deity. 
I welcome thee, O Meekness of the Lord 1 
To smite the haughty spirit of my sin. 
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And lead me meekly in the steps divine. 
Nor only beautiful : but mighty too ; 
Stronger than victory of the testy arms, 
That carry forts and fields. The massy dome 
Throws up its golden glory to the storm, 
And meets the fiery lances of the clouds, 
The hail's artUlery, the pelting floods, 
The airy cavalry of blustering winds, 
The charging elements, the thunderous war, 
With calm and steady strength, with no reply 
But its majestic silence. / So, the soul. 
Built in thy spirit, girded in thy height, 
Can take the thunder and the storm of wrong, 
In majesty of meekness. Christ will bear 
In measure as of old, and calmly leave 
Vengeance in God's right hand ; nor try to wield 
The thunder of Jehovah ; try much less 
The fiery stings and arrows of the pit. 
Which wound the user most. The stream of 
heU 
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Runs hotter back than outward ; and revenge, 
That tries to work a Sinai, will be crushed 
By its own weight of wrath. The holy soul 
Will show its kingly greatness, as it sits, 
Whatever wind and fury rage below, 
Within the calm and shadow of the throne, 
And rests serenely in the will of God. 
Philosophy, with all its heathen grace. 
Ne'er thought or felt so high, and vengefuUy 
Croaks in low wonder from its muddy pool. 

Oh, no I not craven : it is brave and true. 

To answer threats with silence, blows with smiles, 

And wrong with benediction. Cowardly 

The answering blow ; craven the biting speech ; 

Mean, as infernal, pay of wrong with wrong. 

Desert of judgment answers angrily : 

But innocence is meek. The fiery breath 

Consumes its goodliest arguments, and leaves 

The smoking embers of a righteous cause. 

6 
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What I shall the private hand usurp the law ? 
And human wrath God's sceptre ? or, more true. 
Act the vicegerent of the fiery king. 
And call it Christ ? Was Caesar then the Christ ? 

Better the thorns than crown of guilty gold: 
Better the heart to bear another's sin 
In sweetness, than be bitter with its own. 
Better a hundred-fold of hell with Christ, 
Than heaven with Satan : sweeter, sweeter far 
The cross, than crucifying : and to yield, 
In wrong, is test of nobleness beyond 
Pressing the hasty letter of the right 
To armed revenge, to angry victories. 
The grandest victory is the conquered self, 
Not battlemented cities ; and the heart. 
Quelled to its law, is more than armies won. 
'Tis easy to be base, to be the man ; 
But Godlike, hard : easy, to strike and burn ; 
But hard to keep the testy passion home. 
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Sheathe the quick sword, and wait the will of 

God. 
Hard : but what Jesus helps me I may do ; 
The same to-day, and ever, as of old. 
That mighty arm, which heavenly legions held, 
Could wield eternal thunders, and the worlds 
It had created with a blow destroy ; 
See how it meekly hides itself, and takes 
Unanswered all the challenges of hell, 
Waiting the judgihent-seat I Be that grace mine. 
Thus, thus, in the meek pattern of thy Lord, 
In the imperial victory of self. 
Meet, O my soul ! the sharpest, bitterest wrong, 
Till vindicated in the hour of God, 
And meekness burn to glory in the light. 

Then Temperance, like the morning, fair and 
sweet ; 
With eyes of crystal ; ruby, jocund cheek ; 
And vigor hke accustomed victory ; 
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Builds in the temple, and with stress of grace 
Puts passion under bonds. The vital Christ, 
Not self-indulgence, but is self-control ; 
Makes appetite the subject, not the prince, 
In love's dominion ; takes the genial cup, 
Curse of ten thousands, and with righteous use. 
Turns curse to blessing ; at the daily board 
Sits sovereign of himself, and eats ta God, 
Not to the devil surfeit ; and abroad. 
In all the lawful pleasures of the life. 
Makes duty. ornament of every joy, 
And God himself the crown of all delight. 

The serpent is the manifested curse. 
For warning to beware of, as the old. 
The foul worm of the still ; in whose fierce fang 
A hundred devils, in a hissing heap, 
Are coiled and huddled up, with venom rife, 
Ready to sting and damn. See where it crawls 
To the thin doors of want and ignorance. 
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To make its hasty victims ! See I it glides, 
With deadly fascination, gilded craft, 
Sharp, subtle witchery, to the splendid lips 
Of high festivity ; and, with the drops 
Of dainty taste and fashion, starts a spring, 
Whose stream, with growing and imperious 

power. 
Sweeps giddy thousands, in the pride of strength, 
On through its fiery madness to the sea. 
Where all is wrecked in everlasting gloom. 

And Gluttony is fellow ; not so swift. 
Not so revengeful, yet a lusty fiend. 
Smirched in the low and fleshy way of sin ; 
With pampered cheek, luxurious air, and eye 
Of wanton glances ; slothful, stolid, fat ; 
Indulging to the edge ; the belly god ; 
Heaven in the senses, and the daily life 
Worth only its vitality in flesh. 
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Oh ! sweet the cheerful home, and full of power 
The temperate tongue ; the social table blest, 
Where Christ is host, and thankful appetite 
Partakes in frugal luxury of need, 
For use, and not indulgence ; for the flush 
Of health's aurora ; for the sturdy day 
From dreamless slumbers ; for the happy smile, 
Which, like a lilied rose-bloom, fills the air 
With fragrance of contentment ; for the blood 
Which energizes duty ; for the nerve 
Which works and dares with winter in its heat ; 
For fellowship of lips ; for solemn joy 
Of high commemorations ; and for all 
The generous blessings of the Host divine : 
A holy feast ; and this to worship God ! 

A hundred-fold, strength, health, and happiness, 
More in the meagre little, than in much 
Without restraint. Surfeit is wicked loss ; 
The sea made burial, when the sea should give 
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Its fertile vapors to the thirsty shore ; 
Abundance, not to drown in, but to yield 
Bounty to suffering need. What Christ is this. 
To crown the bloated carcass, oily god ; 
The passions glut ; pamper the gnawing, sense ; 
Till appetite is master, and a drop 
Of hot and vile indulgence shall outweigh 
The orb of heaven ? each drop an ocean, yes, 
With lurking tempests big ! Hear, hear, O earth I 
Is it for this the golden year comes down. 
To mi thy cup with curses? wring thy life " 
With cruel sorrows ? and thy household shrine 
Turn to the altar of a beastly god ? 

Ho I all the world is table : gather here 
In the divine festivity. The earth 
Spreads her wide fields of bounty, rich in fruit 
And fragrance of the Deity, and full 
Of paradise despite the wilderness, 
Roses in thorns, and honey from the rock, 
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And glory by the sea. Lo 1 God is here. 
And with him, hand in hand, I may possess 
And use it all, not misuse ; take the joy. 
The sweetness, the advantage ; and again. 
With hand attempered to a grateful heart. 
Lay it in holy tribute at the feet 
Of the great Benefactor, bless the world. 
And live the meaning of the gifts of God. 

O soul in peril 1 gird thee to the strife 
With every passion. Keep thine armor bright : 
Nor lower the heavenly banner to the foe. 
Be frugal, temperate, modest, sober, pure : 
Nor yield an atom, where an atom given 
May yield a world of sorrow. Carry high 
The purpose of thy living. Daily wage 
War with the envenomed tyrant, who would 

crush 
Hope and thy manhood in the fiery press 
Of ruin and remorse. Make Appetite 
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Handmaid of Virtue ; not a panderer 
To wanton visions, though but in thy dreams. 
Love guard thy way, and teach the heavenly rule 
Of self-denial, where self may be safe, 
But weakness is in danger. Let the power 
Of Jesus work in that sublime restraint, 
Which grows with pruning : till the holy life 
From every gross indulgence is set free 
In the large liberty of blessing men ; 
Till, helped of God, the strife is ever crowned ; 
And higher yet the building of thy grace 
Rises, with window and with pumacle 
Ablaze with banners, written with the names 
Of glorious fields, and self the conquered foe, 
Self, and temptation, and the cruel world ; 
And Christ the glory of the victory. 

Not perfect yet. No ! Daily fouled with sin. 
The temple must be daily purified. 
And daily founded stronger. Higher still, 
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Higher it rises by the humble hand 

Deeper and deeper in the hidden rock, 

Till bannered with the heavens. Humbly bowed, 

A loftier structure rises from the knees : 

And the more emptied, filled the more with God. 

O Lord I to know that every holy thing. 
Not of myself or willingness, is fruit 
Of thine amazing grace, the victory 
Of thy triumphant hand : shameful to me, 
As grandly glorious to thy bending throne, 
Thus to my ministry to stoop, and give 
The holy heart, and keep it ; where the heaven 
Ne'er else would come, or stay ! And then, to 

look 
On that sweet character of perfectness. 
Which blazed awhile on earth, and to the cross 
Brought down the love of God, and more and 

more 
Shines, and enriches men ; and think how oft 
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I've promised to put step to step, and life 
To life, and virtue to the heavenly type ; 
And failed ; and daily loiter in the race, 
Far as the twilight from the summer noon ! 
And oh ! to feel the venom in my flesh 
StUl working fiercely ; and the hated sin 
Plucking its victories still ; the holy flag 
Grimed with my treachery, and the wheels of love 
Blocked with my stone ; my brilliant purposes 
So often quenched in sloth and cowardice ; 
My God, adored, dishonored ; Jesus, too. 
The joy and light and sweetness of my heart. 
Treated so rudely often, and his yoke. 
So easy, thought so hard, heavy his cross ; 
His name so poorly borne, so feebly lived. 
So often crucified ! — this is to bow 
The soul in ashes ; bring the fevered heart 
Within the shadow; clothe me in the strength 
Of humble weakness ; make me glad to sit 
Upon the footstool, where the light of God 
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Shines down in glory, and the very dust 
Is dust of gold : higher and nobler thus, 
Than to sit proudly on an angel's throne. 

O great Humility ! to character 
Root, nourishment, support ; as, on the hills. 
The oak of God draws from the nether springs, 
And shakes its banner at the tempest, strong 
By depth of root among the ribs of earth. 
And the great mountain heart, upon its branch, 
Rearing above the cloud. So, firmly set 
On Zion, from Siloa's waters fed. 
The humble root grows up in majesty ; 
The lower to the higher ; and to heaven 
Rises in stalwart beauty. So thy feet 
Stand with a richer joy upon the height, 
By climbing from the valley. Brighter still 
The hours which, through the gates of morning, 

come 
From the deep bath of midnight, wet with dews, 
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To run the race of glory to the noon, 
Exuberant in blessing. Oh, then, go 
Down to the nightly valley, where the tear 
Bedews the humble step, and bath of God 
Cleanses anew in mercy ; and arise 
More sunlike on the morrow ; higher still 
Ascending daily in the way of heaven, 
Till crowned in endless day! That crown is 

thine. 
Already thine upon the lowliest brow ; 
As in the cradle future monarchs sleep, 
And bruise of discipline doth ripen kings ; 
Thine, princely child of Jesus ! seen of men. 
Or angels, budding even now, and still 
Brighter by thy deep training ; lustrous gems 
Of future kingship, diamond seeds of God, 
Sunless and dull perhaps, yet soon to burst 
In the full splendors of a heavenly throne : 
Where, not in pride, which evermore must die. 
But humbly stiU, even in the seat of Christ, 
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Thy royal visage with archangels veil : 

Since imperfection, weak and infinite, 

However sinless, must its measure take 

From the unbounded glory, and survive 

In the eternal will, and ever shine 

With light and beauty from the springs divine. 



V. 



THE WORK OF LOVE. 

/'^UT of the heavens, thro' all the ages heard, 
^^^ The cry of duty, what the Lord will have. 
And what the purpose of the grace divine, 
Comes answered to my soul, anew and clear : 
" Go, work to-day I Go, bear the fruit of love ! 
And, till my coming, toil, and pray, and watch. 



>> 



What ! dost thou hear ? and wilt thou idly sit, 
A daily loiterer in the market-place ? 
Up! heed the Master's watchword: ready be. 
Whenever he appear, as thief at night. 
Or lightning from the sky : the hand awake. 
The life well trimmed to duty, h^art on fire. 
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The race pursue : run, pant to reach the goal. 
Unwearied till the diadem is won. 
See the Great Pattern I Follow, follow him ; 
And thy steps burnish with the light divine. 
Hark ! his command. Obey, and prove thy heart : 
Prove it with harvests of immortal good. 

Prepare to work; and in preparing work: 
Make thy work fruit, and ripen it to God. 
Work while 'tis day. The night, the night is 

near I 
And its cold fetters soon will bind thy hand. 
Work with the Master. Let salvation grow 
By acts of love, obedient to the hour, 
And gather triumphs of eternity. 

Thy soul empower thy hand with strong desires, 
That reach the place of glory, and return 
Armed with the almighty sceptre. Humbly 
grasp 
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And use the majesty, which, ever thine 
By earnest prayer, helps every righteous need. 
Pray the eternal wishes. He will teach 
The burden of thy heart ; that, not amiss. 
Thy aspirations and thy hand may work 
In life's grand duties. Deity may find 
In thee a medium of his vast designs. 
And pivot of his purpose. Daily breathe 
Heaven in thy closet, with the secret door. 
Which God wiU one day open ; every thought, 
And every step abroad, and every sigh, 
A holy aspiration. He wiU hear ; 
Hear all the prattle, and the eloquence, 
The petty care, the great necessity. 
From daily morsel to the soul renewed ; 
Hear every gush of heart, and, more than prayer. 
Will answer to his glory. He will give 
Prom nights of wrestling the victorious day, 
And crown thee conqueror of a subject world. 
Thy prayerless work is idleness : thy hand, 

7 
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Without its blood, will nerveless drop the sword. 
One hour with Christ is more than human years 
With all the sages ; one pure, heavenly breath, 
Invigorating more than earthly gales ; 
One sweet word back, more answer to thy heart 
Than flattering millions ; and one gracious smile, 
More sunlike than the favor of a world. 

Sharpen thyself : and thy keen sickle make 
Ready to reap. Thy weapon furbish well. 
Till every talent kindle in the blade ; 
And enter, armed aright, the blazing war. 
Armed without truth, thou art not armed at all ; 
And all thy harness gossamer. Mind and tongue 
Equip with all the furniture of fact. 
And magnify with knowledge. FoUow God, 
As he has wrought in human history, 
Till with the ages wise. Study thyself: 
Know weU thine own, know every heart of man, 
Whose fallen visage in thy mirror see ; 
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And fearlessly discover. Through the heavens 
Fly on imperial wings. Mysterious deeps 
Invade with humble wonder. Make the rocks 
Give forth the secrets of their hoary years. 
Question the flower and mountain. Follow law 
In the grand fingering of Omnipotence : 
And everywhere, in nature, find the hand, 
And hear the universal voice, of God. 

The natural volume ; but supremely more 
Covet the Scriptures, till the heavenly gold 
Enrich thee with the seraphs. Study God 1 
Fountain of absolute truth ; whose wish is law ; 
Whose thoughts are all eternity in one ; 
Whose fiat, worlds ; whose perfect character, 
Essential glory ; whose triumphal car, 
Magnificence in light ; whose word, a deep 
Exhaustless as infinity ; whose Christ, 
The sum of wisdom, knowledge made complete. 
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Work in God's armory; and the glittering 

shafts 
Forge of celestial truth, to pierce the world, 
And draw the life of error. With the roar 
Of heaven's artillery shake the walls of sin ; 
Nor quench the burning mountain. It was God ! 
He blew the trumpet ; spake the fiery word ; 
And shook the trembling earth. Not one stone 

less. 
To-day, is needed in that awful height. 
Whence law still blazons judgment. God is fire, 
To-day no less consuming. Let the pit 
Still flame, the dreadful fact no less to-day. 
Than when first kindled for the rebel host. 
And kept in fire by sin : still fiame, that still 
Quick steps aroused may to the refuge flee, 
Where wrath is turned to mercy. Every sin, 
The dust or demon in the guilty soul. 
Subdue to tears ; and make it humbly feel. 
How fierce the vengeance, and how deep the 

stain. 
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Which seas can quench nor cleanse ; only the drops 
Out of the clefts of Christ! Grasp the good 

sword, 
Ordained and sharpened in tky loying tongue, 
And smite with blessing: cleave the dragon's 

helm; 
Cut conscience loose, and error's deadly bands, 
Satan's grim fetters, and .the gossamer 
Of futile hopes, which, strong as welded steel. 
Bind earthly hearts ; and set the captive free, 
To run for life and glory. Not a word. 
However hot from heaven, but himible Fear 
May gently use, with Pity's melting eye ; 
As the cloud lightens while the showers descend. 

Go, armed with Sinai; with the Cross still 
more; 
As far above the blaze in glory burns 
Infinite love in Jesus crucified : 
The sovereign argument, and grandest plea ; 
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The law's great end ; the rainbow on the storm ; 
The fire to melt ; the temper of the sword ; 
The banner's heraldry ; the battle's song ; 
The sun for harvest, and the star to guide ; 
The lustre of the throne ; the brightest crown 
Jehovah wears ; the angel's minstrelsy ; 
The sanctuary and the soul of hope ; 
The unfathomed depth of God I Spare not the 

praise. 
Hold, hold the glory to the hearts of men, 
Till hearts of men are to the glory turned ; 
Till, in the wave of heaven the wounded bathe, 
And wash their garments white ; till Christ alone 
Is refuge, where the weary, hungry, sad. 
Find comfort and repose ; till earth is won. 
And Time her happy minstrelsy attunes 
To the glad triumphs of eternity. 

Know ; and thy knowledge into passion turn 
Amid the fires of feeling. Forge the truth. 
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Hot in the heats of love, and send it forth 
Out of a glowing bosom, that afar, 
Winged with the holy fervor, it may shine, 
And kindle where it strikes. Let the high 

thought. 
Cold as an Alp in mental solitude. 
Glow in the sunny breast. Anoint thy heart 
The chief professor of the sacred lore, 
To teach the largest learning, and unfold. 
Better than heartless sages, into light 
The spirit in the letter. Have within 
The strong and earnest enginery of life, 
Afire with love, with heavenly vapors nerved, 
To guide the rushing hours, and fabricate 
Thy daily acts to God. Be not content. 
In idle toil, in sweltering indolence. 
To dig and sow the rock ; nor satisfied, 
In frigid dignity, to have thy days 
Bound in the wintry fetters, only used 
Against the summer heats. Be not content 
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To play the icicle upon the eaves, 

Pointing and dripping to the chilly earth, 

In glittering coldness bright ; when, with the 

breath . 
Warm and puissant from the tropic land, 
The very stones may melt, and summer run 
In flowery vesture through the glowing year. 
Why should thy tongue be hard, when, heart to 

heart. 
The soft contagion of the loving lips 
Comes in high fellowship ? when one warm hour 
Outweighs the years of icy libraries ; 
One hearty word ages of frozen form ? 
When but a spark may kindle far, and light 
The deathless fires of immortality? 

Work with thy substance. More than tongue , 
thy hand 
Be outlet to thy heart. Labor, to give ; 
And stimulate, with hope of charity. 



f 
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Thy harder toil. Let thy full hand be rich : 
And thy poor fingers clean ; rich in the grace 
That multiplies by hundreds. Give thyself; 
As Christ himself, and heavenly riches left : 
Leave thine ; and covet most a golden heart. 
To take is human ; but to give, divine. 
Be godlike. * Crave the blessedness of God. 
And on thine open palm let angels stand, 
To crown thee with the heavenly coronal. 

The gift is testimony to thy heart 
Deeper than wordy seas ; a solid isle, 
More fruitful, sunny, habitable, rich. 
Than roaring oceans, barren, windy, cold. 
The royal feeling of the hearty gift 
Allies thee with the heavens ; and has a thrill 
Above the flattered monarch, with a smile 
Sweeter than welcomes costly ventures home. 
Deep to the gunwale, and with India fraught. 
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Make charity thine art. Study the ways 
Of helpful giving. Search occasion out. 
Ease thy persuasion. Make thy table rich 
With blessings of the poor ; thy luxury, 
To share with all the needy ; and thy robes, 
The royal purple of the thanks of men. 
The golden latch of hospitality 
Keep ever on thy door, and entertain 
Angels at unawares ; thy very smile 
An invitation full of royalty. 
Make thy law large, enacted in the hour 
Of Love's most tender mood of sympathy ; 
And largely kept: nor smile when thou art 

passed, 
And the snug dollar sleeps. Thy ready ear 
Teach generous listening to the crying wants, 
That wail through all the world: thy charities, 
Like an angelic host with harps of gold. 
Singing the praise of God ; thy holy fire. 
On many a hearth, an incense to his praise, 
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Whose every gift. The meanest hovel bless, 
The widowed tears, the orphaned helplessness. 
The shito^ mischance, the wrestling poverty. 
The needy learning, and the sacrifice 
Which only Uves by thine. In every cause. 
With man or Jesus in it, in the seed. 
Or in the stalwart glory, as thou canst. 
Invest, and pile thy treasure high in heaven ; 
The selfish millions lost. By scattering hoard ; 
And make this royal law thy law of gain. 
The given and gone is richer than the saved ; 
Saved, and it may be thus for ever lost. 
However poor, be rich. Thy little may 
Outweigh the millions in the scales of heaven. 
And bring thee larger interest, more and more. 
In compound of eternity ; thy God 
The generous increase, and the large reward. 

Enough, my soul I if thou, in humble love. 
Thy benefactions teach the mood of Christ, 
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And hide behind thy hand. The greedy eye, 
Giviftg with selfish expectation back, 
Is speculation in the mines of heU ; ^ 
Not seizure of the skies. Oh I purely give. 
Nor smooch thy gift with pride ; nor seek to 

carve 
A name in gold upon the Kps of men ; 
Nor throw it with a ring ; nor blow it wide 
With trumpet blare ; nor toss so high, the sheen 
Afar shall glisten ; nor from hand to hand. 
That one shall know his fellow's holy fruit : 
But secretly, within the eye of heaven, 
And God will sound thy name, and openly. 
Richer than worlds, thy charity reward. 

Work with thy character, and daily live. 
That from thy very presence men may draw 
The strongest arguments of godliness. 
Example is the potency of rules. 
The light of truth, the majesty of grace, 
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The kingly influence, and the Christ below. 
Thy precepts mould into a quick career, ' 
Statiireid in flesh. Impersonate the right : 
And be thyself what others ought to be. 
Grow by the viands which thou dost commend ; 
And taste the goblet first. The holy course 
Show, step by step, from barrier to the goal ; 
Nor point the finger, and not win the crown. 
'Tis false for thee, whatever, true in speech, 
Is in thy conduct false ; and only true. 
As it is truthful daily in thy life. 
Thou canst not ever more than what thou art. 
Thy tongue may marshal all the truths of 

heaven; 
Yet, unsustained with living troops in hand. 
Will come a vanquished king. The silent act 
Is mightier than the actless eloquence. 
That thunders through the world, and rings with 

God: 
As the stiU Morning, sandalled from the east. 
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Comes stronger than a tempest, and afar 
Sheds her soft potency of flower and fruit. 

Kindle example nobly ; since the life 
Will blazon thus beyond the nimblest speech : 
As rays outstrip the sluggish waves of sound. 
Shine ! As the moon her nightly urn refills 
Out of the solar fountain, and afar 
Pours forth her silver glory ; from thy Sun 
Daily replenish light, and pour thyself 
In brilliancy of love. With arrowy beams 
Invade the darkness ; and with brightness storm 
The murky ramparts of the black domain. 
Be vestured with the sun : be robed in day. 
Cast off the craven bushel. Wilt thou hide 
Under a bed the glory of thy Lord ? 
Art not a pharos ? yet a taper may 
Shine from some window o'er the midnight sea, 
And to the haven cheer the struggling oar. 
Mark with thy beaming steps the way of heaven : 
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And> as angelic feet emblaze the sky, 

Drop the bright sparks along the wilderness* 

Illustrate Christ. Go, study well the glow 

On the Judean hills, whose sinless ray 

In unextinguishable glory shines. 

Copy the splendor : and with radiant feet 

Pursue the pathway, where the meanest dust 

Is dust of diamonds ; where the angels walk ; 

And Jesus bums before. Show, in thyself, 

How the sweet gospel works ; in godliness. 

In honesty, in virtue, in restraint. 

In self-denial, patience, gentleness. 

In peace, in kindness, and in every good 

Of active and of suffering holiness. 

Then will thy stroke be victory ; and thy word 

An energy of truth ;^and all thy life 

A power of heaven, a presence of the Lord. 

O Wisdom infinite I my ready hand 
Direct ; my preparation guide and bless 



112 THE TEMPLE REBUILT. 

In work today. My ignorance instruct : . 
My feebleness empower : my courage arm. 
WTiich my appointed field ? My duty where ? 
If limit, show the bound I may not pass : 
Show me the line I ought to overtake ; 
What battles enter, and what harvests press 
To yield their golden fruitage to thy praise. 

O thou co-worker with the loving heavens ! 
Thy limits only are the ends of earth ; 
Thy battle, every wrong ; thy field of fruit. 
Where'er thy word can reach, thy gift be 

borne. 
Or thy prayer enter by the listening throne. 
No acre so remote, no soul so far. 
Not to be blessed and nmnJ)ered in thy good : 
Too barren for thy tear to fertilize, 
Too hapless for thy sympathy to reach. 
Too lost for thy quick zeal to overtake. 
Go ; fill thy heart in love with all the world ; 
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And have a part in every enterprise, 
Whose hope is man, whose heraldry is God. 

Begin at home ; and let the nearest heart 

Guide the first blessing. In the tenderest 

Domain of love, work with the sweetest hope ; 

And first enrich the bosoms close to thine. 

The easier will prepare for harder toil ; 

And test thy grace, where grace is most at ease. 

Seek to make all thy blood a stream of life. 

Full freighted for the skies ; thy house an ark. 

Afloat in mercy, deep with golden sheaves 

Of the immortal harvest. Every door. 

And every window, open to the wind. 

That bloweth as it listeth ; that the sweet 

Breezes of heaven m^y every crevice fiU, 

The closet and the cradle, and aUke 

Master and servant bless. Each opening flower 

Thy garden yields, or tender friendship gives, 

Bind in thy chaplet of eternal joy. 

8 
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Thy likeness fashion in the pliant lives, 
That throb and mingle by the social fire ; 
And propagate for glory. Let thy prayer, 
And life, and holy conversation, find 
Their promise in the Spirit, and become 
Incarnate in a family of God. 
Breathe softly, gently, sweetly, every hour, 
With fragrance of the skies ; as though the wing 
Of angels fanned the air. ^ Let courtesy 
Ever preside ; and harshness blush to wound 
The sensitive cheek ; and discord flee away. 
As demons shudder at the gates of bliss. 
Be patient, patient ; and the hasty word 
Hold, as thou wouldst the evening wolf in bars. 
Till humbled into safety. Bear the child. 
The servant, and the thousand vexing cares. 
With such a sweet sublimity, thy heart 
Shall find that greater victories may be gained 
In the white home, than in the crimson field ; 
And home itself be won. The power of smiles, 
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The gentle sceptre wield ; the very rod 
Wet with thy tears, and soft with tenderness. 
Enthrone the prayer, and heap the daily shrine 
With living offerings, till the household burn, 
A holocaust of grace. So wUl thy home 
Glow with the Holy Presence ; and the wings 
Of angels love to stoop and linger there. 
Their heart and flight to freshen, and forget 
It is the earth, and not their native heaven. 

Stay not at home, making thine own thy aU ; 
Content if thou art blessed. Thy fire is cold. 
If on thy hearth-stone only ; and thy bread 
Bitter, which only feeds thy selfish blood : 
Thy house thy prison, if it hold thy world ; 
Thy heaven a fiction. Let the angels in : 
Let out the angels for a heavenly flight. 
Close windows stifle ; and celestial breath 
Fouls the pent air. Along the hedges walk; 
And wear thy threshold with invited needs.- 
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Thy cup is all the sweeter ; and thy door 

Will open like the hinges of a king. 

Thou canst not shut thine influence. Thou art 

part, 
Whate'er thy lot, and must thy ambient sphere 
Pervade, inevitable as the air; 
Contamination, or a breath of heaven. 
Breathe heaven abroad, and daily air thy love ; 

• And run with every wind of holiness. 

The sky is full of storm, the winter howls : 
But what is comfort to a blessing given ? 
The battle rages ; thou must have a hand : 
Silence is criminal encouragement. 
Be valiant, with the banner of the sky, 
Which cannot rest, must ever struggle on. 
Melt every snow-flake in thy timid cheek. 
Throw wide the challenge. Energize the sword. 
Blow the unwearied trumpet. Nothing spare. 
That points its blasphemy at heaven, or shapes 
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A misery for mankind. Go I fearlessly 
Meet the infernal armies ; and the curse 
Oppose with blessing, armored all in love, 
Empowered with Jesus : to the weak support, 
A .un to tear., a ^rmg to tbi^t, lip,, 
Morning to darkness, bands to broken hopes, 
A guide to error, and a rod to wrong : 
Thy name remembered in the widow's prayer. 
And lisped by needy firesides ; more a praise. 
Than trumpet's loud ambition. Make thy face 
A glass of sympathy, thy hand of gold. 
Thy voice as music, and thy feet like wings. 
It may be little thou canst hear. The deep 
Thunder of sorrow rolls afar : the sea 
Dashes and moans on many a silent shore. 
Go ! help beyond the ear, beyond the eye. 

Vice is prolific in the ignorant night : 
But light drives many a demon to his lair. 
Like owls and ghosts before the rising sun. 



118 THE TEMPLE REBUILT. 

Sanctified knowledge is the hope of Christ ; 

By which the fathers toiled and built so well. 

By which their children will as wisely bnild. 

Ignorance is the prey of every lust, 

The tool of all ambitions : not to know. 

Is to invite the fetters of a slave, 

And bow the neck to every cunning fiend. 

Black Ignorance, with all her beastly train 
Of lewd and savage vicps, everywhere. 
In palace or in hovel, undertake 
With weapons of the light j and pierce the scales 
Of this untutored dragon of the dark. 
The school advance, and like a bulwark plant 
Under the holy shadow of the spire: 
Strong as a fortress, beautified with art, 
Manned with great science and antiquity, 
The younger and the elder of the days ; 
Argus of learning, with his hundred eyes 
Searching the depth and height, and throne of 
God,— 
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First art, first science, first antiquity, 
Infinity of truth. With libraries 
Flank the fierce gates of hell ; and arm the press 
With its most potent thunder, and with types 
Clean with the ink of God. The million souls 
Encourage in the patience and the toil. 
Equipped with knowledge, wisely disciplined, 
To win a nobler life ; the youthful ranks 
Filled with the manhood of the martial days. 
Where faith and trained obedience gain the prize. 

The bliss of blessing is not full, till thou 
With justice charge the potency of love ; 
And teach the generous hand her righteousness. 
The judgment must, as on the final day. 
Sit with the golden balance, and aright 
Weigh the impartial due ; whose holy court 
Should be, not heU's, but heaven's high vestibule, 
Surcharged with mercy as it wields the sword. 

m 

Breathe with the judge ; and his inflexible 
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Spirit of equity be in thy days. 

As thou wouldst have another do to thee, 

Do thou alike to friend or enemy ; 

And with an equal dealing use the world. 

With prompt and honest payment make thy 

debt 
Doubly a debtor. Pay thy conscience well ; 
With love the only unextinguished due. 
Nor steal with overliving : nor defraud 
By plunder of keen bargains, anxiously 
Swelling thy house with legal robberies. 
Study thy neighbor, and deny thyself ; 
Glow, and not glitter ; help, not overreach ; 
With charity, not luxury, enthroned ; 
And thou wilt not be tempted to abuse 
Thy honest promise to dishonest gain. 

Oh, how the Christ can glorify thy dajrs. 
With such a regal sceptre, as no king 
Ever extended from his selfish throne : 
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Reaching with an imperial sway of good 
The common blessing ; and the common life, 
Through all its hard and needy elements, 
Lifting to heart and fortune : spirits tamed ; 
Stones softer ; fallow acres more in fruit ; 
Purer the air ; sweeter the roses ; thorns 
Less sharp and cunning in the tutored soil ; 
The poverty less poor ; riches more kind ; 
More worthily rewarded industry; 
Progress a passion ; love a law enforced : 
Thyself an illustration, and a power ; 
Every thing touching, and whatever touched 
Ennobled, quickened, blessed ; the present life 
Sharing the promise with the life to come. 
And earth brought to the verge of Paradise ! 

With general good, with special interest warm 
Toward the Jenisalem of hope ; and build 
Her heavenly towers with special sacrifice. 
A hundred harvests may be reaped in one ; 
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And single £elds a hundred battles win. 
Give to the Holy City thy best gifts ; 
Lavish thy noblest treasures. Zion love 
Above thy chief delight ; her palaces 
Consider ; mark her bulwarks well ; her tents 
Enlarge, and strengthen all her stakes; her 

stones 
Take pleasure in ; favor her very dust : 
Zion, whose grace, more than all earthly good, 
Blesses the needy nations ; as the sun. 
From his warm height, more than the nightly 

star. 
Is harvest, beauty, power : the glorious Church, 
Blessing of blessings, and the noblest sphere 
Of thought and action, end of Providence, 
And goal of all this mighty race of years. 

Oh! why a moment more should earth, 
accursed, 
Pregnant with sin, her perilous orbit wheel 
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Through the hot flashes of the throne of God ? 
Why thunder onward in the fearful roll 
Of storm and human passion? why her Belds 
To ice again, her flowers to winter turn, 
And Nature sing her requiems ? Longer why, 
On all these shores, in carnival of death, 
Should nations dance to devils? and the whirl 
Of human things the very granite crush. 
To dust the steps of sorrow ? Why should War 
Have chance again his bloody cup to press 
To shrinking miUions, at ambition's nod ; 
And sow the world with rash and fiery seed 
Of hell in harvest? Why another soul 
Should to the throes of life be brought again, 
Pursued by demons, lost it may be, caught 
In the fierce whirlwinds of avenging wrath? 
Why ? why ? but that, above the din, is heard 
The music of redemption : through the skies 
The light of love above the lightning gleams : 
Joy stiings the harp of sorrow ; hell itself 
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Shall bear a banner to the praise of God ; 
Whose mighty hand, upon the helm of things, 
Steers ever to his gloiy. Lo, the Church, 
The Church of God is here ! It is enough. 
Lo, the triumphant kingdom ! Lo, the stone 
Cut without hands, and soon to fill the earth ! 

Wilt thou serve best ? Thou canst not better 
serve. 
Than serve this kingdom : better educate ; 
Better repress corruption ; better help 
Aspiring virtue ; better plow and reap. 
With art and science holy ; better build 
The state in peace and glory, legislate 
In the imperial justice, and adorn 
The broad escutcheon with the flame of God. 
One stroke for Christ is thrice a stroke for man. 
The Church ennobled elevates the race ; 
As, in the monster buildings which they move. 
The comer-stone takes all the height along. 
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Purer the gold in this alembic 
Dearer the heart in this oommonion beats : 
Brighter the talents in this sendee bum: 
Richer the speech that with this effluence 

breathes : 
Nobler the soul that in this Idi^dom toils. 

Oh ! make the holy kingdom, more and more. 
Thy nightly dream, thy waking toil and prayer. 
Bumish the lights ! Adorn it with thyself: 
Thy very presence ornament and power ; 
Thy voice all cheer ; thy hand unfaltering help ; 
Thy prayer incessant victory : that in thee. 
Built up, enriched, and quickened, it may shine ; 
Not for thy blessing merely, but amain 
To girdle all the dark and waiting world 
With bands of love. The brother lovingly 
Blow in his dying embers ; help his cross ; 
And stimulate his duty. Cultivate 
The fruitful promise, till the humblest branch 
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Bend with rich clusters, and the barren bear. 
Support the weak : and the sad, weary hope, 
Whose balance but a mote might weigh despair, 
Whose smoking flax a breath might quench, 

whose reed. 
Bruised with the roughness of the tempting 

world, 
A touch might break, yet true in feeble grace, 
Help, gently, with the soft hand and the smile. 
Till trembling Faith shall feel and grasp the 

throne. 
The timid press ; the indolent arouse ; 
The bold encourage ; and the rash restrain : 
That all the holy kingdom can may stand 
Against the legions and the gates of hell. 

Augment the present with the added flame 
Of new immortals, won with sacred pains. 
Made captive in thy martial godliness. 
And bound from Satan to the wheels of Chriat. 
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A soul redeemed is more than empires won ; 
A soul in sin more than a world in flames. 
Persuade them well, with all the charms of 

love, 
With all the eloquence of hope and fear : 
Persuade them, warn them, artfully, in love. 
Out of the palace, out of huts and dens. 
Wherever sin has victims, to escape ; 
And, in the rest and refuge of God's house. 
With bold confession, with the cup of grace. 
With food of angels, with delicious cheer. 
To find a home and table, where the King 
Sits with his children, and the feasts of earth 
Are paltry to the glories of that hour : 
That hour, sweet earnest of celestial days 
Of grace and gladness, when the glorious Bride, 
In perfect beauty dressed, with all her gems, 
Shall with the Bridegroom reign, and ever 

hold 
The feast and bridal of eternity. 
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My country ! O'er her mountains, plains, an d 
streams, 
God sent the mightiest angels to prepare 
A habitation worthy of the prime 
And royalty of nations, and the last 
Experiment of time. The ages bend 
Hither their waiting steps, and bear afar 
The noblest ark of human hope, the skies 
Most potent in the future energies. 
The largest volume of eternity. 
In this new land, and on the verge of years, 
The past will sum its wisdom ; and the soul 
Leap to its fulness ; and the race unfold 
Its possibilities of grace and power. 
Thrilled to its very feet, the lowest raised 
To walk where kings did reign. Hidden it lay 
Long in the womb of night, unknown and still. 
Nursing its grandeur in the solitude, 
Till nations and the Church were ripe to bring 
Time's noblest offspring to the mighty birth. 
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The cradle was of heaven, and royally 
Rocked with the sons of God. That little band 
Heroic, of the choicest elements 
In man or woman, God prepared, and wrought 
Into that noble mould ; from land to land 
Battered and tried to the sublime design : 
Across the wintry waters led their way, 
As surely as the migratory wings 
Without a compass sail, to the rough arms 
And the bleak virtues of a shore, whose wilds 
And savage wigwams had unpeopled been 
By Heaven's precursive scourge : sustained their 

heart 
Through that drear season of the primal pangs, 
To launch themselves in winter: helped them 

build. 
Above the storm, their faith and confidence 
High as the throne : and taught them how to 

plant, 

On corner-stones of broad intelligence, 

9 
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On adamant of law and liberty, 
On the old granite of eternal truth, 
An empire for mankind. With sleepless watch 
He kept them, with angelic sentinels ; 
And not a footfall but was heard in heayen : 
Spread over them his wing ; the savage heart 
Tuned to their friendship ; armed the elements; 
Thwarted each hostile aim ; and, from afar. 
Mustered the ready tempests to the spoil 
And braggart burial of the sailing war : 
Plumed, like an eagle fledged within the storm, 
Their early feathers to the strength of years, 
And bore them through the thunder to the day : 
Hearing the hearts which, in a cloud of prayer. 
Through those grand years of faith and pilgrim- 
age. 
Poured their rich incense to the golden bowls. 

And when the bloody days of peril came. 
That bore a nation in the throes of war. 
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The same Almighty Goodness led them on : 
Upheld their stars in heaven ; their weary hope 
Encouraged through the naked, friendless years, 
And tore the midnight from their rising day : 
Wrought victory from defeat ; a Leader gave, 
Matchless in wisdom, matchless in the skill 
And triumph of delay, matchless to win 
With his imperial virtues such a heart 
Of confidence and sympathy and love. 
His word was armies, and his wish success ; 
Wonder of rulers, and the noblest form 
Of patriotic grandeur : gave a Sage, 
As lightning from the cloud, to draw the fire 
From the imperilling tempest, and to charm 
Princes and nations to embattled help : 
Prepared those royal seats, whose more than 

kings 
In consteUated Ught and wisdom sat. 
Enlarging all the past with richer stuff; 
Inspired to buUd, and building on the grounds 
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Eternal, such a majesty of rule, 
Such a free, human, sturdy government. 
So full of .benediction, all the world 
Will come in pilgrimage to such a shrine ; 
Baptize their liberty ; refresh their hopes ; 
Quicken the pulses of their rising life ; 
And all their law and glory decorate. 

And oh, how tenderly he nursed our peace ; 
Disarmed the tempests ; clothed our largest hope 
With larger blessing ; bound prosperity 
In royal service ; laded with the world 
Our nimble sails upon a thousand waves ; 
Unlocked the wondrous treasures; and the 

streams 
Of many lands led hither, to combine 
A grander sea, a mightier tide of men ! 

And when, puffed up with pride and power, 
we held 
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The wrong with iron hands ; chastised the right ; 
Kept Liberty in bonds ; to the demands 
Of hell our banner trailed ; our wisdom drew 
From oracles of fools ; and feared the wrath 
Of Evil more than vengeance of the Just ; 
Hoping the heavens would change, and let us reap 
Harvests of peace from fruitful seeds of war, 
From dragon's teeth a blessing, smiles of love 
From sting of scourges, glory from the hand 
Adrip with servile blood : then, from above. 
In the ripe plea of judgment, in the hour 
Of grand deliverance and triumphant prayer, 
God heard the pleadings, through those years of 

faith 
Stored in his heart ; and blessed the patient hope ; 
Let madness have its way ; and cleansed the land 
In fearful vengeance of imperial war. 

Insulted mercy must to judgment turn. 
Better ten thousands, than a nation die ; 
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Ten millions, than the throne of righteousness, 
Or perish Liberty, and Truth be bound. 
'Tis love in battle, when the battle must. 
Hell was determined ; God determined too. 
Which shall be victor ? All this power of wrong. 
Petted and nursed and bannered, must be spoiled ; 
Law purified ; the foul reproach removed ; 
And the great nation girded for the world. 

And judgment was the last appeal. Long, 

long 
The waiting patience of the heavens endured. 
Till it must be ; and then the Throne itself 
Armed for the battle. Up the nation rose. 
Touched by the Mightiest; and in millions 

sprang 
To the dread front of war, in ranks of death, 
To mix their blood with old, heroic streams. 
And save anew in freedom's martyrdom. 
Great Loyalty on every hill-top waved 
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Her thousand banners ; and the utmost heart 
Thrilled with the sterling blood ; and sea with 

sea 
Shouted to all the mountains. Zion, too, 
In this, in every righteous struggle first. 
Valiant in sympathy, and armed with prayer. 
With eloquence, with mightier breath than 

swords, 
Awoke to her high duty ; felt the hour ; 
Stood to her privilege to lead the van. 
To sanctify the issue, bless the blood, 
And bind the wounds of war. Nor in the field, 
Nor in the forum only, were the seeds 
Of victory sown and gathered : but in scenes. 
Where busy fingers wrought ; by weary beds, 
Where gentle Kindness watched ; in closet walls. 
Where sleepless Faith was crowned; in quiet 

homes. 
Where bravely wept thousands of lonely hearts. 
That waited patiently, and never took 



1 



136 THE TEMPLE REBUILT. 

Their loved ones back again. The sacrifice 

Was glad and noble ; and the sympathy 

With wrong rang hideous on the patriot air, 

Like demons loose in heaven. Oh ! it was great, 

To be a part, as small as infancy. 

In the majestic movements of the time ; 

To feel the noble thrill, to catch the mood. 

To add a breath, or put a finger to. 

Or pay one ruddy drop, or golden grain, 

Or answered prayer, or jot of victory. 

And all the glory evermore be thine, 
Jehovah I whose strong hand the bloody helm 
Held in a providence, that wisely gave 
Defeat or victory ; and the envious lands 
Bridled with futile hopes ; the smiling foe 
Leashed in his own dark toils; the treasures 

touched. 
And golden torrents flowed ; the patriot heart. 
And states marched on in armies ; noble souls. 
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And counsel, with disaster wise, and slow 
To see, but seeing, took the mind, and wrought 
The righteousness of heaven : a Captain raised, 
Girded and sinewed to the leadership ; 
Heroic, ample, cool, magnanimous ; 
His will invincible, his law success ; 
His warfare duty, and his passion peace : 
And, on the princely sunmait of the world. 
The kingly Martyr placed ; with pleasant cheer ; 
With wise forbearance ; studious of the hour 
To seize the happy moment ; with a faith 
That never wavered in a righteous cause ; 
With bold, white honesty; with marvellous 

skiU 
To mould divergences ; with power and grace 
To dare the justice of the mighty word. 
That freed the slave, and freed our victory : 
Till, with the judgment and the blood complete, 
The unmeasured sacrifice bore fruit of peace. 
And as the sun, at noonday, through the rifts 
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In the dark frontage of his stonny veil, 
Bursts forth in sudden splendor, and the clouds 
Themselves pavilions with his royal light ; 
So flamed the Pilgrim lands and Pilgrim truths : 
And, far above the threatening tempest, blazed 
Our flag of freedom in the foremost heavens. 

This is thy countey. It is mine/aud thine. 
Whoever will; the truth's, the world's, and 

God's. 
Its destiny advance ; its purpose fill 
With God's own meaning, as a land of peace, 
A land of mercy. With fraternal bands 
The shattered members bind for ever fast. 
As planets to their sun. Heal every wound 
With balm of kindness. Let the very hand 
That hurled the thunder, filled the cannon's 

mouth 
With arguments of law and liberty. 
Rebuild the ruin, and replant the tree. 



THE WORK OF LOVE. 139 

Kiss the repentant. Lift the helpless foe 
To thine advantage. Let the sunny race 
Enjoy thy heavens ; and, righteously, in light, 
See their long midnight turn to glorious day. 
Let love thy law and legislation be ; 
Justice thy counsel ; and the humblest foot 
Sandalled with benediction. Every race 
Find welcome, every color white esteem. 
And every clime a home : the infant weighed 
In its own mother's heart ; and every thing, 
In human guise, of human destiny. 
Made partner in the blessing and the hope. 

Now let the sword rust, and the ploughshare 
gleam. 
Let the successful sickle wear the bays. 
Let Industry outring the tread of Mars ; 
And Science toil and thunder, but to bless. 
Oh, build thy greatness by the arts of peace I 
See, how the glory of the martial years 
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May bum to ashes in one sultry day, 

And shame run riot with their thrones and kings ! 

Let mercy rather, truth, heroic right. 

Impartial liberty, and sceptred love. 

Thy ramparts be, thy weapons, thy defence, 

Thy glorious pledge of endless victory. 

Thy laws, thy purposes, thy deeds, thy hopes ; 
Measure them with the measure of thy land. 
And emulate her greatness. See I the hills 
Rival the clouds ; the vales the vaulted sky ; 
The plains the boundless main. The generous 

rocks 
Teem with a double wealth of orient gold ; 
And pour out oil in rivers. Fields afar. 
Like oceans, wave with harvests, and delight 
The hunger of a world. Rivers, like seas. 
Flow paths of empire. And the forests wave 
Their leafy banners of a thousand years. 
Colossal armies ; and with countless homes 
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Of coming millions swarm. Carbonic wealth, 
Numberless ages past, God's thoughtful care, 
Out of the fiery elements, prepared 
Against the needy future, like a sun 
Packed in the embracing rocks, exhaustless store 
Of comfort, power, and empke. Close at hand, 
Gigantic Vulcan, with his hammers armed. 
His smutty treasures richer than the gold 
That fills the world with glitter, treasured up 
Out of the molten fury of the globe. 
Sleeps in Plutonian mountains, to await 
The golden age of iron ; whose massy arm 
Shall wield the sceptre of the industries. 
That are to bind and bless the farthest lands. 

In such a heritage thy heart enlarge : • 
So ample be thy justice ; broad thy laws ; 
Thy welcome so majestic ; and the soul 
Nurtured in aU the body's*amplitude. 
What land so rich, it can afford to be 
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Cursed with a pauper spirit ? What domain 
So vast, so noble, that it may not be 
Belittled by the soul ? The heart made great, — 
That, that wiU glorify the meanest land, 
Rocks fertilize, and ice with verdure crown. 
And from the hills a manly harvest reap. 

It is the mighty press of Providence, 
And truth, and duty, that the noble soul 
Moulds to its nobleness. Oh, help the heavens 
Discipline kingly men I The thorough school, 
On every hiU, free as ita native springs, 
Open ; and turn its thousand goodly rills 
To bless the needy million. Every mind 
A kingdom see, to conquer and enrich, 
And rule into a ruler. Lively seed 
Scatter in broadcast, which shall ripen men 
In knowledge, virtue, power. The ignorant 

soul 
Is but a desert, where the Arab lusts 
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Career in untamed passion. Wisdom grows 
Only where her choice elements are found : 
And cultivation is the teeming source 
Of fruit in earth and men; well mixed with 

heaven ; 
As, in the soil, the fertilizing power 
Is generous, where the richest harvests bend. 
For knowledge without God is ignorance ; 
And civilization gilded barbarism. 

The Holy Scriptures, then, in every rood 
Plant, like a tree of life ; in every school. 
To enlighten light itself ; in every home. 
An air of peace, to open to the heavens 
Cradle and grave ; in every mart of trade, 
The code of gold ; wherever justice sits. 
To weigh the niceness of impartial law ; 
And where the courtly legislation toils 
To find the even methods of the right. 
What I shall we thrust Jehovah jfrom our soul. 
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And suckle wisdom from the wolves of hell ? 
What! shall we spurn the sweet air of the skies, 

ft 

To snuff the sulphurous stenches of the pit ? 
What ! shall we all the boundless needs of man 
Narrow within the petty inch of time ? 
Or leave to fancy the celestial way ; 
Our immortaUty and glorious hope, 
To a corrupt and heartless ministry ? 

No I let the Word Divine to counsel come, 
In every sphere, in every needy hour. 
With safety, comfort, nobleness, and hope. 
Hell would destroy this bulwark, and the soul 
Leave stark and naked to her enemies. 
Oh, firmer hold it, as the fiercer blows 
Fall on the golden shield ! Cling with thy might 
To the white banner of the gracious throne. 
Marshal thy prayers and ballots. Wield the force 
Of right, and sovereign instinct of a life 
That cannot basely die. The Bible shut 
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Is hatred to mankind, hatred to truth, 

Hatred to God hiroseK. It is to wreck 

The gallant state upon a sea of foam ; 

To hang a cloud of thunder to the sun ; 

And drape the heavens with midnight. See the 

ships 
Rot at their anchors ; harvests grow to weeds ; 
Bees lock their hives ; barbaric years return 
To rout the angels ; energy run back 
To savage indolence ; destruction mass 
Her troop of whirlwinds; war with torrent 

crime 
Run riot ; and the hapless land accursed 
To welter to her idols, grim with blood : 
Or hold the Sacred Volume, with both hands, 
Wide open to the nation; every child 
Imbibing wisdom, virtue, seK-control> 
Industry, prudence, skill, intelligence. 
And saintly knowledge of eternity. 
Scatter it like the sunbeams. Foreign eyes 

10 
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Heal in its lustre. All thy ballots cut 
From its pure pages. Every human right 
Sceptre with its enactments. Law and power 
Mould to its standards, energize from heaven : 
A government, whose throne is solidly 
Built on foundations, with the sceptred God. 

The immixed Word : but, as the mighty King 
Goes girded with his armies, lavish too 
The human inspiration ; holy hearts 
Instructed through the ages ; tongues enriched 
With commerce of immortals ; sturdy tomes, 
That shall like giants crush the puny brood ; 
And leaflet echoes of the voice of God, 
That, with a thousand accents, shall divide 
The strength and music of the heavenly tone. 
And speak like angels to the hut and throne. 

Thy fruit of industry and enterprise 
Be double in its good \ and, from the truth, 
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Let it the truth on golden pinions bear, 

As tireless as the sun. Whenever sounds 

The trumpet of a holy need, in clouds 

The consecrated angels of the purse 

Send forth on bounteous wings. Thy constant 

prayers 
Enrich ; that, like the cherubim, afresh, 
Out of the golden light, to every want 
They may a blessing bring. Help on the walls ; 
And give a bow, or archer. Aid the youth, 
And clerkly fledglings, in their generous aim 
To spread the news of glory. Where the sun 
Is hottest, where the ice on endless thrones 
Sits cold and glassy, where sweet islands float. 
On every shore, thy treasure plant with men. 
And sow the earth with Christ. Those noble 

lives. 
That carry generations in their toil. 
The clearest illustration of the work 
And mission of the dear descent of heaven. 
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Help live in every land : nor less, in thine, 
In solitude of glory, with a cross 
More brilliant in its suffering, oftentimes. 
Than any on the darkest heathen shore ; 
More foreign, since at home ; as distant views . 
Often the eye engage, when nearer needs. 
Because so near, are lost in thine own good. 
And thou wUt think, who dwell within thy 

walls, 
Without thy hand, must in thy blessing share, — 
The missionaries at the parapet, 
Heroic with the noblest in the towers. 
With face of victory to the western sun ; 
Laying foundations in the wilderness, 
Which are the fathers carried bravely on 
In deathless life ; and those imperial states 
Nursing in their gigantic infancy. 
Till, armored with the right, and clad in power, 
Saved to the gospel and the world's advance, 
They take the van of nations. Thou wilt find 
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Thy bread, on those vast waters richly cast, 
In after days a plenty, where the earth 
May feed, as on the infinite granaries. 

The Lord's great day, above all carnal days. 
Keep ever holy ; holy with the charm 
Of rest and worship. Hold it, hold it fast, 
Against the hatred of the glorious Name ; 
Against the lusts of lore ; against the tongue, 
That reeks with profanation, and is glad ; 
Against the effluence of the older world. 
That hopes, and stretches to the bounteous 

fruit 
On thy grand olive, yet persistently 
Cuts at the deepest roots. Why not, if God 
Rested ? and if, on that sweet morning, Christ 
Rose victor over evil, wilt not thou 
Rise to the work of good, the rest of love ? 
Oh, every day be holy, like the place 
Before the altar : this, before the ark. 
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Where cherubim, above the mercy-seat, 
Bend, and are covered with the Cloud of God ! 
Heaven comes enrobed in Sabbaths. Strip the 

throne 
Of this grand purple, God will be dethroned, 
Soon, and as far. The holy symbol lost. 
The Presence is forgotten. Break the day. 
And thou art ready for all sacrilege, 
With nothing sacred without sacred time. 
The Sabbath weakening is decay begun ; 
The Sabbath lost is Satan's holiday. 

Let golden mountains in a molten sea 
Run to the abyss ; and all the fertile plains 
Burn into desert ; and the rivers dry 
Their commerce to the sand ; and every ship 
Bury its burden in the foaming graves 
The fierce, white giants dig along the main ! 
Such ruin would be paltry to the wreck 
Of Sabbaths in this stormy, human time, 
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Wrecked with the ark of God. Beware the 

doom! 
Oh, listen to the howling fates afar, ' 
That cry from ruined Sabbaths I Land to land ] 
Quakes with the fiery tread of Vengeance armed. 
Measure thy safety by thy Sabbath rule. 
Who can reap peace from seed of whirlwinds 

sown? 
God is not mocked. Will blessings crown the 

» 

hand 
That crowds its lusts into the holy place ; 
High heaven forgotten, and the boast of God 
Dragged at the dusty chariot of the world ? 

O sweet, sweet Sabbath beU, that rings the 
heart 
To benison and hope I O hallowed day 
Of truth, and worship, and laborious good ! 
O joyful rest I O toil of tireless love I 
O holy stillness for a walk in heaven ! ^ 
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O glorious Courts, more than all palaces, 
Where loving courtiers meet the King of kings ; 
And lips are music ; and the light is grace ; 
And sin in pardon bends ; and all the air 
Is full of angels ; and the truth in love 
Speaks endless benediction 1 Happy land, 
With holy symphonies of Sabbath time ; 
Whose worship glows ; and hill and valley thrill 
With the high movements of the hallowed hoiu* ; 
And God descends on incense of his praise ! 
Oh, give one day of earth to heavenly cares ; 
One day of heaven to thy so needy heart ; 
And all the seven will be enlarged and blessed : 
Thy riches true, thy work sublimely wrought. 
And the eternal Sabbath just before ! 

Purge well the springs of power : and, in high 
seats, 
Bid Virtue sacrifice itself, and show 
How godUke duty is. Let- shining worth. 



THE WORK OF LOVE. 158 

As on a mount, illumine all the land ; 
And touch with glory the remotest peak. 
Why idolize the vulgar ? Devils give 
Poor deity for worship. It is death, 
To let corruption give corruption place. 
And plant the upas high. Infection flows 
Easy from lofty sources to the vales. 
To poison every current. From the tower, 
The light of darkness is a night indeed : 
The reeling pilot soonest finds the rocks : 
And mad Ambition, with the rein supreme. 
Rouses the storm he cannot rule, and sweeps 
The million in his fiery overthrow. 

Thy franchise is the sacred privilege 
Of virtuous freedom. Use it sacredly. 
In sovereign righteousness the baUot wield. 
This sceptre of the free : with curses fraught. 
If ignorant Lust the mighty bridle seize. 
And madly drive the imperial chariot. 
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Cleanse thy vote well ; and use it. Let it bear 
The worthiest highest; and its white wings 

gleam 
Unstained and pure as birds of paradise ; 
The place more honored than the noble name : 
Virtue, thy senator ; and Justice, judge ; 
Thy legislator. Right ; thy counsel, Truth ; 
Duty and Honesty, chief magistrates ; 
Thy royal lawyer. Love ; thy sovereign, Christ : 
Holding the true democracy, the law 
And rule of heaven, the theocratic sway 
Of God in man, his kingdom in thy blood, 
Its substance mingled with the nation's life, 
TUl all become immortal as itself. 

Then, in the hideous mirror of the past. 
The ages strewn with wrath and wreck of states. 
Thine image will not glare. The earthquake 

champs 
His rocky bit within the fiery caves i 
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Impatient Kghtnings fret ; the storm of war 
Hangs in black heaps above a sea of blood ; 
And pestilence creeps eagerly the air 
In silent, awful deathliness. Beware ! 
Why court the perils of the godless lands? 
Which ? righteousness, or this ? the sword of 

heaven ; 
Banquets of slaughter ; discord madly loose ; 
The vilest passions crowned ; the boasted name 
Stained with exploded glory ; flesh consumed 
With horror of its pleasures ; sweet fields washed 
To barrenness in tears ; historic domes, 
Grand decorations, monuments of pride. 
Shattered in ruin ; and thy memory 
Hung in grim warning on the waUs of time ? 

No, no, my country I Babylon, nor France. 
The imperial gospel foremost hold advanced ; 
And rally boldly to the throne of God. 
The truth, the Sabbath honor. Legislate 
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For poverty and justice. Break the chains. 
Fulfil the promise of the Pilgrim dawn ; 
Thy constitution written in the sky, 
And duty made thy glory. Then, above 
The fear and deadly peril, thou shalt stand 
On the immortal mountains ; and extend 
In influence of the truth and liberty, 
Expanding with the ages, till the world 
One with thy blessing and thy name become ; 
One law, one throne, one spirit, one renown. 

Thy land ; but not thine only. Christian love, 
Deeper and broader than the law of blood. 
Takes to her ample heart the utmost clime. 
The saintly patriotism of the cross 
Makes earth thy country, man thy native race, 
And every soul thy kindred. Not a foot 
Treads in a vale so low, in ways so dark, 
The light was not to bless, the cross to save. 
Stand to the meaning ; till the meaning go 
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Triumphant to the limit of its hand, 
And its broad wing cover the farthest isle. 
Thou canst ! Go, wedded to the arm of God : 
Disciple all the nations to the Lord. 

Smite on the world of waters: there, afar. 
The wave of impulse reaches, and the pulse 
Goes round the globe. Strike I strike I Thy lov- 
ing blows 
May shake the planet ; and thy 'throbs of heart 
Send blood beyond the sea. Thine influence 
May, in the vigor of celestial wings. 
Reach to remotest shores ; thy charity 
Blossom in distant deserts ; and thy prayer 
Walk in her golden sandals through the earth. 
Crowd, crowd thy heart with heathen. Feel 

the night 
Of nations in their darkness ; and assist 
Redemption to her millions. Grasp the globe I 
And fill thy dreams with its realities. 
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See, how the idols yet their banners flaunt ; 
And demons riot in immortal blood, 

* 

Drunk with uncounted victims ! Darkness see 

Rage, and its murky volumes pour along 

In storms of death ! See millions, fierce in sin, 

Troop in the ways infernal, holocausts 

Of madness, and with impious lust and crime 

Defy the lightnings in the arm of God I 

See churches, once with holiness supreme, 

Now sceptred with perdition I See the truth 

Buried in Hes ; and heathen mixtures pour 

Polluting waters to the wells of life ; 

Barbaric civilization named with Christ ; 

The broad way signed to heaven; the boasted 

robe 
Of heavenly purple on Satanic scurf. 
The thin disguise of devils ; shivering sheep 
Torn of fierce wolves, and by the shepherds 

slain; 
The light reviled, and darkness glorified ! 
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Hear the long wail from depths eternal up 
Booming in hot despair I Hear thine own heart, 
In fearful memories, echo to the pangs ; 
And listen to thy sympathies I Above, 
Amid the gleaming mansions, hear the choirs 
Immortal, in their music ; multitudes 
From every land, pleading with jubilant lips 
To swell their ranks of glory ! Higher still. 
Louder than aU the pealing symphonies. 
Than aU the hallelujahs of the blest. 
Hear the sweet welcome of the Lamb of God, 
Ready to take the meanest miUion home ! 

What page is there, in beauty, blessing, rank. 
More rich, more grand, than the imperial page. 
Where missionary kings their saintly crowns 
Have won, and in eternal garland wear 
Above the blaze of alms ? Astonished fame 
Blushed to confess their greatness. All the 
earth, 
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More than her heroes of a thousand fields, 
Felt their heroic pulses, glorified 
In such high feats of glory. World on world 
With wonder viewed the saintly sacrifice ; 
The very image of that grace divine. 
Whose Calvary, through every fibre, flowed 
With missionary blood. They lived in death : 
And, from the holy altar, day by day, 
Rose in the savor of their offering. 
Sweetly they drank the bitter ; every drop 
In their full cup of duty tinged with blood. 
Onward the ark in valiant arms they bore, 
Onward the sacred banner ; and their shout 
Rose in the thickest danger. Mountain peaks, 
To the far sea, the battle cry of love 
Echoed amid the idols : and the fire 
Of holy zeal, above the blaze of wrath, 
Burned quenchless to the grave. Lo ! from 

their seed 
Bright empires sprang ; and wider through the 

earth 
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Jerusalem advanced : while the full heavens 
Caught up in rapture the admiring song. 

That spirit lives to-day, will never die, 

In costlier faith of new and farther shores ; 

A flame of glory in the heathen night, 

And glancing back a blessing in its beams, 

A blessing worthy of the help implored. 

The cry of succor from the valiant van, 

Oh, let it ring along the ardent host, 

And stir the utmost laggard into fire 

Heroic I Let the fallen grave awake 

In double resurrection. Reinforce 

The shattered banners. Weary years of toil 

Nerve with new vigor in the youthful blood. 

Stand by them in the battle, and in prayer 

Before the throne of God. Bless, bless their need 

With help, with heart, with sympathy, with faith, 

With God's almighty promise ; tiU are furled 

The heavenly banners on a subject world. 

11 
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" Arise, O Zion I for thy light has come ; 
The glorious Lord is risen upon thee. Lo, 
Darkness the earth ; but thee the Lord will robe 
In glory of his rising ! To thy light 
Nations shall come, and to thy brightness kings. 
To thee the abundance of the sea shall turn, 
The forces of the Gentiles. Who are these. 
That fly as clouds, and as the numberless 
Doves to their windows ? Lo, the isles shall 

wait, 
And ships of Tarshish first, to bring from far 
Their sons and treasures, to the Holy One 
Who covers thee with glory ! Night nor day, 
Thy gates shall not be shut, that into thee 
Nations and kings may enter, and not die. 
The glorious Lebanon shall beautify 
Thy holy places, and Jehovah make 
His footstool glory. Every enemy. 
They that afflicted thee, shall unto thee 
Come bending ; at thy feet shall bow themselves. 
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And call thy name, The City of the Lord, 
The Zion of the Holy One. No more 
Hated, forsaken, thou shalt henceforth be 
An everlasting excellence, a joy 
Of many generations. Gold for brass, 
Silver for iron; and thine officers 
Made peace, and thine exactors righteousness. 
No more in thee shall violence be heard, 
Nor wasting in thy borders ; but thy walls 
Shall be Salvation, and thy portals Praise. 
The sun no more for light, the moon no more 
For brightness : but the Lord himself shall be 
Thine everlasting light ; thy glory, God. 
A little one a thousand shall become, 
A small one a strong nation : I the Lord 
Will hasten it in his time." Amen I Amen ! 

Imperial Zion ! to thy day advance : 
On, with the glorious promise I More and more 
Resound, O earth I with prayer, with holy work. 
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With songs of joy immortal, with the roll 
Of the almighty chariSt, with the sweet 
And gracious music of foundations laid, 
The hallowed noise of temples everywhere 
Rising to God. On, more and more, O wheels I 
That bear the joyous news of victory. 
Ascend, O Love I thy universal throne. 
O many billows of the sleepless sea I 
Bear tenderly the messengers of grace. 
And save the ark, till all thy coasts are peace, 
And all thine isles salvation. Haste, O Sun I 
And give the nations light : thy face unveil. 
Till every land is noon, and hideous night 
Shall burn her idols in the blaze of day. 
Roll onward, O bright kingdom ! Arm of God ! 
Awake, awake, as in the ancient days ; 
Gird on thy sword, and prosperously ride ; 
Shake all the nations, and restore thy throne. 
Church of the living God I thy glory fill : 
Enlarge thy past, and make thine hour an age. 
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Redeem the flying moments ; and redeem 
The possibilities of buried years. 
See yet the work undone, which centuries, 
With heart and hand obedient, would have been 
Reaping with crowded sickles ! Hasten on 
The glorious fulness of the latter days. 
Loosen thy bands ; and from captivity 
Leap to the largest liberty of toil, 
And harvest nations. Missionary years 
Are grandly pregnant ; and one mighty day 
May bring a people to the birth of God. 

Oh, fill thy faith with victory ! It will come. 
Up through the clouds the mount of vision 

climb ; 
And on the wings of glory, far and wide. 
Behold the advancing God ! The mighty wheels 
Are swiftly nearing the appointed goal. 
Light breaks in every land. The promised 

day 
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Hangs in the lieavens, obedient to the hour, 
Ready to pour its floods of blessing down. 
Yes, every dream shall more than wake to see 
The longing, laboring hope. Already hear 
The pealing of celestial bells ; whose tongues. 
Instinct with prophecy, salute the end. 
The idols mutter through their ashen lips, 
And writhe in their own fires. Philosophy, 
In sweeter mood of humbleness, is meek ; 
And reason comes to reason. Science gives 
From her imperial treasures, open wide, 
A thousand-fold more with a righteous hand ; 
Advancing upward, as advancing on, 
Till law embraces God. Art sweetly forms 
Her plastic matter in the moulds of grace. 
And beautifies for Christ. Great Industry 
Her mighty forces drives in nobler toil. 
Joined to the wheels of heaven; and work is 

wrought. 
With lightning harnessed in, and angel hands. 
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And skill of deity. The body feels 

The generous pressure, and through every 

pore 
Blesses the healthful holiness. Awake 
In every atom, cultured fields respond 
With harvests like the heart: with shrinking 

lips 
Drinking no more from battle's bloody urn i 
Reaping no more the grain of human woe ; 
Nor making roses out of human gore. 
War blushes at the past, and snaps his sword ; 
Furls his grim banner ; weds eternal Peace. 
No more the greedy hand his fellow robs ; 
Nor curses piteous want ; nor widowed hearts 
Freezes with winter of a cold neglect : 
But love is royalty ; and sweetly binds. 
In generous brotherhood of man and Christ, 
The lion and the lamb in blissful fold. 
The hostile mountains melt, and flow in seas 
Of honest commerce : and abundant use 



168 TEE TEMPLE REBUILT, 

Is hallowed in the universal store 

Of consecrated gifts : for all is God's. 

Jesus has triumphed: heaven has come to 

man: 
MiUennial glory fiUs the happy worid ! 



' 



VI. 



THE HOPE OF GLORY. 

LO, the grim King! Welcome, O mortal 
hour! 
That art the birth-throe of eternity 
Out of the night of time. God's messenger, 
My joy thou art ; and all thy ghostly arms 
Shall not disturb my peace. Ready to stay. 
And glad the holy duties to fulfil ; 
Ready to the bright mansions to depart, 
And gladly be with Christ : so would I go. 
With grace to greet thee. Death! as friends 

again, 
That have been enemies, with joyful arms 
Walk locked in love. What terror now, what 

sting. 
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With sin disarmed ? O grave, that darkly glared ! 
What victory now, when thy Great Conqueror 
Has hung thy bed with hope, and garlanded 
Thy gates with heaven ? With sudden stroke 

appall; 
Or take me gently in a blissful dream ; 
Or rack my body, day and night, with pangs 
Of weary, dying years ; or, clad in fire. 
Bind on the martyr's crown : still, thou wilt be 
My pioneer of glory, door of life, 
And conquered servant to my liberty. 
Ready with Jesus, who thy way has trod, 
My feet, if fearless in his living steps. 
Shall boldly follow through thy mortal gates, 
To walk immortal in the streets of gold. 

See yon bright legion like a sun descend I 
Hark ! what ethereal music! Is it I ? 
With shouts of joy they add me to their train, 

« 

With rapturous love, and sweep like light away. 
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O earth ! farewell. Farewell, dear hearts of 
home! 

Your eyes of sorrow in my triumph dry, 

And in the will divine. Farewell, O dust ! 

Bright flowers, that in my pathway grew ! fare- 
well: 

With brighter hopes and garlands I am crowned. 

Farewell, sweet fellowship and scenes of toil ! 

Ye storms ! ye rude temptations I bitter tears ! 

Night ! terror ! sin I farewell, farewell, fare- 
weU! 

In the high jubilee of endless day. 

And thou, dear church of God! one with thee 
still, 

Though absent, with intenser sympathy, 

In spirit, where I go, and cherubim 

Bear on their mighty pinions, — oh, farewell! 

Away, away, at the celestial call. 

To life, to glory, to the sight of God ! 
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My farewell lingers on a million leagues ; 
And earthly whispers to seraphic shouts 
Melt in the dizzy flight. Past fiery orbs ; 
Past planets thronged with angels, that respond 
In chorus with our glory ; past the streams 
Of serving cherubim ; past cloudy fiends, 
That Scowl like night on our triumphal song ; 
Swifter than comets, than the lightning's wing ; 
Superbly charioted in angel arms ; 
With years in moments of their wisdom wise. 
And all the way one rapturous word of love ; 
We reach the gates of bliss, that, open wide. 
Embrace us like a mother ; and, within. 
First at the glorious footstool of the Lamb, 
Bow with adoring praise : a hundred hearts 
As in my bosom throbbing, to behold 
The dear Lord face to face I The infinite smile 
Is welcome. Hosts on hosts respond. Heaven 

bums. 
While thrice ten thousand thousand harps anew 
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Sound in exulting gladness: "Homel home! 
home I 

Welcome, our brother, from the earthly cross I 

Welcome to these bright mansions, and to this 

Inheritance of grace, our happy heaven, 

Our feasts, our service, our eternal songs I 

Hail, fellow priest, and king, and conqueror ! 

Thy crown awaits thee in the peerless Ught. 

Hail ! hallelujah ! to thy glorious name 

All honor, power, dominion. Lamb of God I " 

And I am robed in splendor ; timidly. 
In the great awe and presence. Reassured, 
I mingle in the blest society, and fill 
My lips and hands with love. Lo, Peter first. 
And John, in hearty greeting I and my soul 
Thrills at a word from Paul ; and on my cheek 
To take the kiss of seraphs ; and to grasp 
The hand of prophets, martyrs, heroes, who 
From their high seats descend to welcome me, 
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The least of all and lowest, honored so 
For the dear Master's sake : and see old friends, 
Before me in the process of the skies, 
Companions of the home or saintly toil; 
And press them with embraces such as earth. 
With her cold arms, knew never ; and again 
Live the long years of time I And then to sit 
Beside my angel mother, hour by hour, 
So beautiful, so noble, now so wise ; 
Rejoice in her endearments once again ; 
And hear my consecration from the womb. 
Her prayerful ministry, and from the grave 
Her guardian presence through a thousand 

snares ; 
And have her teach me in the mysteries, 
And mighty march of Providence on earth. 
And history of heaven, and guide my song. 
My worship, and my service, till my wing 
Is strong and swift with hers, and ages run 
Like moments in the blissful holiness I 



THE HOPE OF GLORY. 175 

The cycles hasten : and the earth of God 
Rolls in the music of advancing truth 
To the millennial glory. I am part 
Still ; and the high commissions bear ; and reap 
With heavenly sickle from the human years. 
Battles are yet, and martyr suffering, 
And cruel lies, and Satan's fiery rage : 
But Jesus, Conqueror more and more, secures 
The ripening promise, till the day has come ; 
And, lo, the earth is Zion I Every peak 
Is praise ; and every continent a song ; 
And every island worship. Nations sit, 
Without an idol, at the feet of Christ ; 
And God is more than temple. All the air 
Is holy ; and the sun looks daily down 
Tenfold in blessing. Love has boimd the earth. 
The happy planet runs her shining way. 
Not sinless, but with such effulgent grace. 
More like a sun, the suns themselves confess, 
And yield her homage through the starry fields. 



\ 
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With bright society, I visit oft, 

In joyous embassy, the haunts of men ; 

And see how everywhere is holiness 

Enstamped, and Christ himself in every throne, 

In every law, in every art and skill. 

In every industry, in every home : 

While thus in glory roll the thousand years, 

TUl heaven is full, and Jesus satisfied. 

Then, loose again, the Devil, burning hot. 
Rages to resubdue his empire ; fill 
The earth again with sorrow, sin, and death ; 
And reassure his banner : well aware 
His hour is short. Like a tornado fell. 
O'er fields of glowing verdure, and behind 
Leaving a track of ruin, and again. 
E'er men can breathe, deep buried in the sea : 
So Satan, through the sweet, millennial lands, 
Springs with a plunge of fury, gathering up 
The relics of corruption, and arrays 
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A mighty host against the camp of God, 

And the beloved City. Once again 

Earth seems to reel, and yield the deadly 

strife; 
Roll back the golden ages, and begin 
Anew, and worse, her wild career of shame : 
Proof still, and stronger, for eternal force. 
How impotent are undefended hearts. 
Open to hell, against the wiles of sin I 
Only a moment : and the sudden shock 
More suddenly is lost in victory. 
For God is King : and, with the fire of heaven, 
Checks this ambition, and consumes the host ; 
Ending their hope with the determined end 
And consummation of all history : 
Satan for ever to his fetters cast ; 
Jehovah bannered in eternal power. 

Now, there is mustering in the heavens, the 
stir 

12 
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Of mighty preparation. From his throne, 

The Son of God, with new eflfulgence bright 

Of justice kindling to its holy work, 

Orders the glorious morn : while, from afar, 

Bright legions hasten in to join the host. 

And swell the triumph of his coming ; now 

In flaming fire for vengeance, and to be 

Admired and glorified in all his saints. 

The wondering universe is still ; and hushed 

Its very breathing in expectant awe : 

When, with a shout that startles through the 

worlds. 
The archangel's voice aloud, the trump of God 
Pealing its blasts, a thousand thunders deep, 
The Lord himself descends ; upon his throne 
Of glittering brightness flaming, sun on sun ; 
Magnificently bom of cherubim, 
With wings across the sky ; divinely orbed 
With mighty angels, numberless, as led 
No conqueror ever forth, though all the fields 
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Of centuries were mustered : as he comes 
With final banner to the war with death, 
Awake the graves, and judge the gathered world. 
Like lightning, or the thievish step at night. 
In unexpected and severe arrest 
Of every foot and every living eye, 
He bursts in sudden glory from the clouds. 
A hundred Sinais peal : nor only now 
The earth, but heaven itself is shaken ; and afar 
Tremble the stars upon the outmost verge : 
And hell in terror shudders through its depths. 
Arched with the flaming sky, and, far as sight. 
Girt with the shining armies, rank on rank, 
Aijd on a pavement of resplendent cloud. 
Himself essential glory radiant. 
In awful splendor of his majesty. 
Before whose face flee earth and heaven away, 
Lo, in the middle air the great white throne 
Stops; and the King the judgment hour pro- 
claims I 
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The earth has heard: and every utmost 

grave 
Stirs with the yielding of reluctant death. 
Ages of sleep awake ; the righteous firsts 
As used already to obey the Lord. 
They come I they come I the infinite swarm of 

life, 
From saintly graves, and Christless sepulchres ; 
From pompous tombs, and the ignoble dust ; 
From fields of carnage, and sweet vales of 

peace ; 
From ancient ashes, and of yesterday ; 
From polar ices, and imperious rocks, 
Now impotent as air to hold their prey ; 
From all the ocean, numerous as its drops ; 
From all the land, as though its dust were men ; 
From the dear resting-places, and from mine. 
Beneath the quiet watch of sky and flowers : 
Celestial bodies, and the mortal now 
Clothed in the immortality of light ; 



» 
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The soul revested for eternity. 
Upward they sweep, as when the feathery cloud 
Pours numberless upon their brilliant plumes, 
Darkening the sun ; each spirit with his own, 
Without mistake, unerring as the bird. 
Instinct with Grod, from summer climes returns 
To its old haimts again, but now no more 
Winter, if only sin is known no more : 
With all the living ; in a twinkling eye. 
Out of the myriad cities, and the lands 
Burdened with population, at the trump 
Changed ; and with spiritual substance clothed. 
Without the dark disrobing, swallowed up * 
Mortality of life ; and swiftly caught 
Aloft in gorgeous clouds ; till all are there, 
From the first father to the latest birth : 
With the infernal angels, from their chains, 
Reserved in darkness to this fiery day ; 

Pressed with reluctant terrors to the throne, 



\ 
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Which their fierce Captain vainly sought to foil : 
A multitude which only God can know. 

And now a glance of the consuming Eye 
Touches the globe ; and all the world is flame ! 
The impatient elements, lo 1 leap and bum 
With infinite fury. Roars the firmament ' 
Ages of battle ; and the fiery scroll 
Is wrapped away. The hot, terrific war 
Rages through every climate, like a hell 
Bannered for triumph, charioted in flame. 
Armed with the lightning, and with countless 

hands 
Hurling gigantic thunders. Fire is law ; 
And executes his judgments, like a god. 
The mountains melt, and flow in torrent seas : 
Continents are volcanoes : and afar 
The startled ocean bums ! Earth retches deep, 
And spurts the central burnings to the stars ; 
Infernal billows rolling, sea on sea. 
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A fiery deluge, till the planet boils, 
From pole to pole, a. seething globe of wrath : 
A new sun kindled in the heavens, to light 
The throne and sphere of judgment. Gone, all 

gone! 
The works of man and nature ; storied fields ; 
Ages of scenes whose deeds can never die ; 
Imperial splendors, gorgeous art, and books 
Like flakes of winter ; Scriptures that ascend 
As incense to their birth ; illustrious piles ; 
The thousand myriad altars, temples, homes. 
With love and tears and labor consecrate ; 
City, and hamlet, and Jerusalem, 
The Garden, Olivet, and Calvary ; 
And every holy and remembered spot. 
Wrapped in the flaming glory : that the earth. 
And all that sin has used, defiled, and cursed, 
May from the direful taint be purified ; 
And, in the fiery process, be dissolved, 
To rise again in nobler forms to God. 
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Hail, holy conflagration ! Bum, O earth ! 
Type of the war and turmoU of a soul, 
Aflame with lust, and evermore to be 
A world of fiery judgment. On a cloud 
Safely I sit, within the gracious smile. 
And watch and mingle in the awful scene, 
Without a fear : and that, whose very thought 
Once stirred me like a passion of dismay, 
Is but the welcome majesty of God. 

Thus ready, every eye and ear awake ; 
The Son of man, the pierced, the glorified, 
Centre and sun of aU ; the great hour strikes. 
With open book and infinite knowledge armed. 
And searching light of God. O book of life I 
Written aglow with love's eternal pen. 
O book of knowledge ! like a sky of noon 
Spread wide and clear, and leaf by leaf along 
Turned by the swift archangel. Truth himself 
Reads the unerring record. Memory 
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With Atlantean shoulders bears the world ; 
Nor leaves a thought behind. The very soul 
Is written history of its teeming life ; 
And reads it cleariy by the blazing throne. 
The ages struggle to reveal themselves ; 
And centuries rush in moments. In the press 
Of that tremendous season lives gush out ; 
And the swift goblet foams. It may be wrath ; 
It may be mercy. On the millions drink, 
Each as his hand has mingled. Nothing lurks. 
The deepest secret has a trumpet now : 
The heart is housetop, and the midnight day. 
No closet more, no veil, no. covered hand. 
But the bare gaze of unencountered light : 
Light, whose swift scrutiny now gathers up 
A lifetime in a word, and satisfies 
Impartial justice. One by one, alike. 
Eternal destiny is meted out. 
By deeds of wrong, by deeds of righteous- 
ness; 
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With Christ the balance, and with love the 

test, 
And faith, which sanctifies while it forgives. 

And now, at length, the Eye of judgment 
turns. 
Sweet in its fire and merciful, on me : 
On me ; and in the infinite glance appears 
My life as in a vision. Thoughts and deeds 
Flash through my spirit ; till, from birth to grave, 
Not one is absent, like a soldier true 
To the tart trumpet, and the field is full. 
My days come hurrying, in their justness seen. 
Clearer than in the freshness of their birth, 
A thousand yesterdays in one to-day ; 
And each bad moment heavier than a life 
. Weighed in the partial scales of earthly love. 
Millions of mortal sins awake, and rise 
From their forgotten tombs ; and ghastly hours 
Throw down thek misspent horrors at my feet. 
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It is an ocean ; every drop, as mine, 

A cup of endless wrath. Yet I rejoice, 

With melody, of angels in my heart ; 

The burden and the terror long ago 

Buried in the infinitude of grace : 

Rejoice, for in that holy look divine, 

I'm not consumed, but quickened; wondering 

stiU, 
As this sweet voice of welcome nmnbers me 
Among the kings and ransomed sons of God ; 
Expecting, yet astonished when it speaks : 

" Come, blessed of my Father, now possess 
Thy kingly heritage, before the worlds 
Prepared for thee. For thou hast ministered 
To me ahungered, thirsty, naked, sick, 
A stranger, and in prison. For if thou 
Hast done it but to one the least of these 
My brethren, thou hast done it unto me. 
A cup of water, for my sake, shall be 
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A cup of endless blessing. Faithful thou 
In few thii^, over many things henceforth 
I'll make thee ruler. Come, and in my throne 
Reign with me evermore. Enter my joy ; 
And walk with me in white. The morning star 
I give thee ; and I give the victor's crown. 
Thou hast confessed me in the world, and now, 
Before my Father, and these angels bright, 
I here confess thee in the realms of light." 

Can it be I ? O loving smile of Grod ! 
Is this the answer to my sinfulness ? 
Can it be I ? What worth in all my days. 
Thus to be welcomed, blazoned thus with joy ? 
I and the happy millions ; yes, each one 
Addressed, together, singly, as though each 
Heard but the single voice to them and me : 
In endless variation, still the same ; 
One heaven, one welcome, one divine reward. 
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O knowledge new, and ever newer known, ' • 
The older felt, and growing endlessly I 
Known weU before, it was but ignorance, ^ 
To this reality of lips divine. 
Yes, born of God, the benediction falls 
Beyond my sin. My guilty soul, once lost, 
A planet wandering from the central love. 
Dark with echpse, lo, now the glorious Sun 
Floods it with grace, and all the night is day : 
Day at the judgment ; not my own, but given ; 
A radiance of the infinite holiness, 
A day of joy and glory evermore 1 

Along the ranks the piercing judgment flies, 
And decimates, and blesses ; culHng out 
The wicked from the righteous, till they stand 
Two separate armies of eternity. 
With hovering angels vocal with acclaim. 
And God himself content : the mighty day. 
Without one promise broken, or one soul 
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Lost from the number, or one breath to stain 
The purity of justice, or one throb 
Amiss in all the gracious heart of heaven. 
Ending in one eternal shout of praise. 

" Depart, ye cursed ! " And the millions lost 
Take the dread sentence ; and, with scowls of 

hate, 
By very rage of their rejected pleas, 
By very hell from their uncovered hearts. 
Declare the justness of their punishment. 
"Just I" shout the angels from their sinless 

seats. 
Heaven echoes, " Just ! " The deep abyss re- 
sponds. 
Opening its hideous arms to their embrace, 
And mutters with its fiery billoVs, " Just ! " 
And the sad host plunge to their dire reward, 
Glad to escape the burning Holiness ; 
Never escaped, nor conscience, nor themselves ; 
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With Satan, first in sujffering as in guilt, 
Defiant ever, grim in horrid pain. 
Shouting rebellion, and his willing crew 
Training in endless rivalry of sin. 

The greater millions of redeemed ascend. 
With shouts, and garlands, and triumphal 

hymns, 
To heavenly joy, and service, and reward. 
And hallelujahs of eternity : 
With our great Captain, Priest, and Conqueror, 
Jehovah Jesus, everlasting King ; 
Leading captivity in golden chains ; 
Ablaze with crowns ; in triumph gloriously 
Sweeping among the stars, and every tongue 
Loud with the praises of victorious Love. 
The suns in fiery ranks throw down their 

crowns ; 
And thrones are all obeisance. From afar, 
The utmost verge of the created worlds 
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Pours in its glory ; and the highest heavens 
Bend in admiring reverence: as he comes, 
The Son, Messiah, with his ransomed hosts, 
Crowned, jubilant, triumphant, glorified, 
His mediation over ; and himself, 
His glorious Bride, and endless kingdom lays 
Beneath the throne : and God is All in all. 
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